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PROLOGUE, by Mr. BAKER. 
FH O' modern prophets avere expos'd of late, 
The Authcr could not propheſy her fate: 
If avith ſuch ſcenes an audience had been fir'd, 
| The poet muſt have really been inſpir'd. 
But theſe, alas ! are melancholy days 
For modern prophets, and for modern plays. 
Let ſince prophetic lies pleaſe fools of faſhion, 
And women are ſo fond of agitation; 
To men of ſenſe Ii propheſy a-new, 
And tell you wond'rous things, that will prove true: 
Undaunted colonels will to camps repair; 
Aſſur'd there'll be no ſkirmiſhes this year; 
On our own terms will flow the auiſb d. for peace, 
All wars, except 'twix! man and wife, ſhall ceaſe. 
The grand monarch may wiſ# his ſon a throne, 
But hard'y will advance to loſe his own. | X 
This ſeaſon moſt things bear a ſmiling face; ? | 


Hut play'rs in ſummer have a diſmal caſe, 
Since your appearance only is our Ad of Grace. 
Court ladies will to country ſeats be gone, — 
My lord can't all the year live great in todun; Fo 3 
M bere wanting Operas, Baſſet, and a Play, 3 gs 1 
They'll figh and ftitch a gown, to paſs the time away. 
Cay city wives at Tunbridge will appear, 
Whije huſband. long have labour d for an heir; 
Where many a courtier may their wants relieve, | 
But by the vaters only they conceive. 
The Fleet: freet ſempſtreſ.Toaſt of Temple ſparks, 
That runs ſpruce neckeloths for attornies clerks, 
At Cupid's Gardens will ber hours regale, 
Sing fair Dorinda, and arink boitied ale. 
Ai all afſemblies rakes are up and down, 
And gameſters, where they think they are not known. 
Should 1 denounce our Author's fate to-day, 
Jo cry down prophecies, you'd damn the play: 
Tet whims like theſe have ſometimes made you laugh ; 
*Tis rattling all, like Iſaac Bickerftaff. 
Since war and places claim the bards that write, 
Be lind, and bear a woman's treat to- night 3 
Let your indulgence all her fears allay, 
And none but women-baters Prong this play. 
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THE 


BUST BODY. 


SCENE the Park. 


FEET 1 
_ Sir George Airy meeting Charles. 


0. F A! Sir George Airy! a birding thus early 


What forbidden game rous'd you fo ſoon f 
bor no lawful occaſion could invite a perſon of your 
figure abroad at ſuch unfaſhionable hours. 


Sr Geo. 'I'here are ſome men, Charles, whom fortune 
bas left free from inquietudes, who are diligently ſtudious 
to find out ways and means to make themſeIves unealy, 
Cuba. Is it poſſible that any thing in nature can ruffie. 
the temper of a man, whom the four ſeaſons of the year 
compliment with as many thouſand pounds, nay nag a 


father at reſt with his anceſtors? _ 


Sir Geo. Why there it is now! A man that wants mo- 


ney thinks none can be unhappy that has it; but my at- 
fairs are in ſuch a whimſical poſture, that it will require 


A calculation of my ROBY to find if my gold will relieve 


Cha. He. ha, ha, never confult the ſtars aboat that * 


gold has a power beyond them; * gold unlocks the mid- 


night councils ; gold outdoes the wind, becalms the 


* ſhip, or fills her ſails; gold is omnipotent below; it 
makes whole armies fight, or fly; it buys even ſouls, 


and bribes the wretches to betray their country:“ Then 


what can thy buſineſs be, that gold won't ſerve thee in? 
Sir Geo. Why, I'm in love. 


Cha. In love !— Ha, ha, ha, ha; 5 in love i—Ha, haz 


ha, With What, pr'ythee? a cherubim ? 
Sir Geo. No, with a woman. | 


Cb A woman! good. Ha, ha, ha; and gold not 15 


| bclp thee! 
Sir Geo. But ſu ppoſe I'm i in love with t vo 
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Cha. Ay, if thou'rt in love with two hundred, gold 
will fetch 'em, I warrant thee, boy. But who are they? 
who are they? come. 


Sir Geo. One is a lady whoſe face I never ſaw, but 


witty as an angel; the other beautiful as Venus— 


Cha. And a fool — 

Sir Geo. For aught I know, for I never ſpoke to her; 
but you can inform me: I am charm'd for the | wit of 
one, and die for the beauty of the other. 

Cha. And pray, which are you in queſt of now? | 

Sir Geo. I prefer the ſenſual pleaſure : I'm for her Ire 
ſeen, who is thy father's ward, Miranda. 

Cha. Nay, then I pity you; for the Jew my father will 
no more part with her and thirty thouſand pounds, than 
he would with a guinea to keep me from ſtarving. 
ent Geo, Now you ſee gold can't do every thing, 
Charles. | 


Cha. Ves, for "tis her gold that bars my father $ gate 
- againſt you, 


Sir Geo. Why, if het is this avaricious wretch, how cam'ſt i 


— by ſuch a liberal education? 


Cha. Not a ſouſe out of his pocket, I ſhes: you: FT 


bad an uncle who defrayed that charge; but for ſome 


little wildneſſes of youth, tho' he made me his heir, 


left dad my guardian till I came to years of diſcretion, 
which I preſume the old gentleman will never think I 


am; and now he has got the eſtate into his clutches, 


it does me no more * than if it lay in Preſter * 3 
dominions. 


Sir Geo. What, can- l chou find no frratagem to redeem 
it! 8 
Cha. I have made many eſſays to no purpoſe ; ; tho" want, 


the miſtreſs of invention, ſtill tempts me on, yet fill N 
the old fox is too cunning for me—T am upon my laſt. 


project, which, if i It fails, then for my laſt _ a brown 


muſquet. 


Sir Geo, What is't? Can I aſſiſt thee ? 
Cha. Not yet; when you can, T have confidence enough 


in you to aſk it. 


Sir Geo. I am always ready. But what does he intend 


to do vun Miranda? Is ſhe to be ſold in e ib 
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will he put her up by way of auction, at who bids moſt ? ; 
If ſo, egad, 'm for him ; my gold, as you ſay, ſhall be 


ſubſervient to my pleaſure. 

Cha. To deal ingenuouſly with you, Sir George, 1 know 
very little of her, or home; for ſince my uncle's death, 
and my return from travel, I have never been well with 

my father; he thinks my expences too great, and I his 


allowance too little: he never fees me, but he quarrels; 
and to avoid that, I ſhun his houſe as much as poſſible. xs 


The report is, he intends to marry her himſelf, 
Sir Geo. Can ſhe conſent to 1t? 


Cha. Yes, faith, ſo they ſay ; butT tell you, "I -am m wholly 


- ignorant of the matter. Miranda and I are like two vio- 


* lent members of a contrary party; I can ſca ce allow her 
© beauty, tho' all the world does; nor the me civility, 
for that contempt.“ I fancy ſhe plays the mother-1n-law | 


already, and ſets the old gentleman on to do miſchief. 
Sir Geo. Then I've your free conſent to get her? 
Cba. Ay, and my helping hand, if occaſion be. 


Sir Geo. Poh, yonder's a fool 1 this way, let's 


f er him. 


Cha. What, Marplot ? ? No, no, he's my inflroment ß 
there's a thouſand conveniences in him; he Il lend me his 
| money when he has any; run of my errands, and be proud 

on't; in ſhort, he'll pimp for me, lye for me, drink for 
me, do any thing but light for me, and that 1 truſt to my 


own arm for. 


Sir Geo. Nay, then he's to be endur'd ; I never knew | 


his qualifications before, 
Enter Marplot, with a cove auf bis face. 


Mar. Dear Charles, yours — Ha! Sir George Airy, tha 7 


man in the world, ] have an ambition to be Known: to. 
 [Afide.] Give me thy hand, dear boy— 


Cha. A good aſſurance! But hark ye, how came your | 


beautiful countenance clouded in the wrong place? 


Marpl. I muſt confeſs tis a little mal- -a-propos ; but no 


matter for that; a word with you, Charles: Pr'ythee, 


Introduce me to. Sir George—he | is a man of wits and 14 


give ten guineas to— 

Cha. When you have 'em, you mean. a 

3 Ay, when I have 'em; pugh, pox, you cut the 
: A 


\ 4 8 thread. 
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. thread of my diſcourſe—I would give ten guineas, 1 ſay, 
to be ranked in his acquaintance: Well, tis a vaſt addi- 
tion to a man's fortune, according to the rout of the 
* world, to be f-en in the company of leading men; for 
then we are all thought to be politicians, or whigs, or 

Jacks, or high fliers, or low fliers, or levellers—and fo 

ſſorth; for you muſt know, we all herd in parties now.“ 

Cha. Then a fool for diverfion is out of faſhion, I find.“ 

Marpl. Yes, without it be a mimicking fool; and they 

| are darlings every where; but” pr 'ythee Introdaice me. 

Cha. Well, on condition you'll give us a true account 
how you come by that ebay. bs noſe, I Will. 

Marpl. Vildoit. | | | 

Cha. Sir George, here's a gentleman has A a paſſionate 
 &:fire to kiſs your hand. | 

Sir Geo. Gb, I honour men of the ſword ; and I pre- 

ſume this gentleman | is ny come oh Spain or Poriu- 


'F gal- by his ſcars. 


Marpl. No, really, Sir George, mine ſprung from civil 
fury: happening. laſt night into the Groom Porter's — 
I had a ftrong inclination to go ten guineas with a ſort 
of a, ſort of a—kind of a milk-ſop, as I thought : A pox 
ol the dice, he flung out, and my pockets being empty, 
as Charles knows they often are, he-proy'd a ſur ** 5 


Wo Briton, and broke my face for my deficiency, 


Sir Geo. Ha! ha! and did not you draw? 
___ Marypl. Draw, Sir! why, I did but lay my band, upon 
my ſword to make a ſwift retreat, and he roar'd out, 
„Now the deel a ma fol, Sir, gin eu touch yer. ſteel, Iſe 
1 "= mine through yer wem.“ | 
Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha! 
_ , Cha. Ha, ha, ha, bas ſafe Was che word: fo you walled 
off, I ſuppoſe. _—- | 
E os, Vp Yes, for I avoid fighting, to be ſerviceable to 
my friends, you know— 45 
Vir Geo, Your friends are much ed to you, Sir, I 
; hope you'll rank me in that number. 
Marpl. Sir George, a bow from the ſide-box, or to be i 
ſeen i in your chariot, binds me ever yours. 
Sir Geo, Trifles! you may THANE: 'em when you 8 


pleaſe. | 
n . 
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Cha. Provided he may command you. 


Marpl. Me! why I live for no other purpoſe—Sir | 


| George, I have the honour to be careſs d by moſt of the 


reigning toaſts of the Town, Tl tell *em you are the | 


fineſt gentleman— 


Sir Geo, No, no, pr 'ythee let me lows to tell che la- 


dies—my parts—Can you convey a letter upon occaſion, 
or deliver a meſſage with an air of buſineſs, ha! 


Marpl. With the aſſurance of a page, and FRG: gravity 


of a ſtateſman, 
© Sir Gea, You know Miranda; - | 
Marpl. What, my ſiſter wand: Why, her nates | 18 


mine, we are fellow ſufferers: Ah! he is a covetous, 
cheating, ſanctified curmudgeon; 3 that Sir Francis Gripe 


is a damn'd old— 


_ Cha. I ſuppoſe, friend, you forget that he is my father. 
Marpl. I aſk your pardon, Charles; but it is for your 


fake T hate him. Well, I ſay the world is miſtaken in 


him; his outſide piety makes him every man's executor ;. 


and his inſide cunning. makes bim every heir's jailor. ; 
Egad, Charles, Pm half perſuaded that thou'rt: ſome ward 
too, and never of his getting: for thou art as ne a de- | 


bauchee as ever cuckolded man of quality. 
Sir Geo. A pleaſant fellow. 


_ Ca; The dog is diverting ſometimes, or than would: 
be no enduring. his impertinence : he is preſſing to be 


employed, and willing to execute; but ſome ill fate ge- 


nerally. attends all he undertakes, and he oftener {pouls 


an intrigue than helps it. 


Marpl. If I miſcarry, tis none. of my fault: 1 follow 


my in ſtructions. 
Cha. Yes, witneſs the marckane 8 wiſe. 
Marpl. Piſh; pox, that was an accident. 
Sir Geo. What was it, pr'ythee? 


Cha. Why, you muſt know, 1 had lent a certain mer» 


chant my hunting horſes, and was to have met his wife 


in his abſence : ſending him along with my groom to 
make the c mpliment, and to deliver a letter to the lady 
at the ſame time; what does he do, but gives t the huſband | { 


the letter, 1 offers her the hoſes. 


Margl. I remember you was even with me, "or HE 5 
7M A 5 | 1 deny'd 


Th. 

1 
% 
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deny'd the letter to be yours, and ſwore J had a defign 
upon her, which my bones paid for. 
Cha. Come Sir George, let us walk and if you are 
not ergap'd ; for I have ſent my man upon a little earneſt 
buſineſs, and | have order d him to * me che anſwer 
into the Park. 


Marpl. Buſineſs, and I not know it! Egad Pl watch 
him. 


Sir Geo, I muſt beg your pardon, Chailes, I am to 
meet your father. 5 
Cuba. My father! 


Hir Geo. Ay! and about the oddeſt tafzeln yorhaps you 
ever heard of; but l'Il not impart till J know the ſucceſs. 
Marpl. What can his buſineſs be with Sir Francis? 
Now would I give all the world to know i it; why the De- 
vil ſhould not one know every man's concern! [Alide. 
Cha. Proſperity to't whate'er it be; I have FREY af- 
fairs too; over a bottle we'll compare notes. ; 
5 Marpl. Charles knows 1 love a glaſs as well as an) 
man; l'll make one; ſhall it be 9 2 And 1 long 
to know their lecrets. :- e 1 
5 Enter Whiſper. . g 
biß. Sir, Sir. Mrs. Patch ſays llabinda- $ Spaniſh fa- 
ther has quite ſpoil'd the plot, and ſhe can't meet you in 
the Park; but he infallibly will go out this afternoon, ſhe 
ſays; but I mutt ſtep again to know the hour. | 
Marpl. What did Whiſper ſay now? I wall go ark 
mad, if I'm not let into this ſecreet. [ Hides. 
Cha. Curſt misfortune ! come along with me, my heart 
feels pleaſure at her name. Sir George, n ; we'll meet 
at the old place the uſual hour. 
Sir Geo. Apreed ; I think I ſee Sir Francis yonder. [ Exit. 
Cha. Marplot, you muſt excuſe me, Iam engag'd. [ Exit. 
Marpl. Engag d! Egad III engage my life III know 
what your engagement is. | [ Exit, 
Miran. [Coming out of a chairs] Let the chabe wait: my 
| ſervant, that dodg'd Sir George, (- id he was in the Park. 
Enter Patch. | 
| Ha! Miſs Patch alone! Did not you tell me you had | 
| contrived a way to bring Iſabinda to the Park? 5 
Patch, Oh, madam, you ladyſhip can't imagine whnt a 
| | wrenches : 
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wretched difippointment we have met with : juſt: as I had | 
fetched a ſuit of my clothes for diſguiſe, comes my old 


maſter into his cloſet, which is right againſt her cham- 


ber door; this ſtruck us into a terrible fright—At length | 


I put on a grave face, and aſked him if he was at leiſure 


for his chocolate, in hopes to draw him out of his hole; 
but he ſnap'd my noſe off; No, I ſhall be buſy here theſe 
two hours. At which, my poor miſtreſs, ſeeing no way of 
eſcape, ordered me to wait on your ladyſhip with the fad : 


relation. 


Miran. Unhappy Ifabinda! Was ever any thing ſo un- 


accountable as the humour of Sir Jealous Traffick ! 


Patch. Oh, Madam, *tis his living fo long in Spain; he 
vows he'll { pend half his eſtate, but he'll be a parliament- | 
man, on purpoſe to bring in a bill fo, women to wear 
veils, and the other odious Spaniſh cuſtoms—He ſwears it | 
is the height of impudence to have a woman ſeen bare- 
fac'd even at church, and ſcarce believes there 1 is a true | 


| begotten child in the city. , 
Miran. Ha, ha, ha, how the old fool, torments himſelf! ! 


Suppoſe he could introduce his rigid rules—Does he think 
we could not match them in contrivance ? No, no, let the 

tyrant man make what laws he will, if there's a woman 
under the government, I warrant ſhe finds a way to break 

em: is his mind {et apo the -Ipaniare: tor his ſon-1n-law 


Rill ? 


Patch. Ay, and he expects bio by the next feet, which 


drives his daughter to melancholy and deſpair: but, Ma- 


dam, I find you retain the ſame gay, chearful ſpirit you: 
had, when I waited on a your ladyſhip—My lady is mighty 

|  good-humour'd, too; and I have found a way to make 
Sir Jealous believe 1 am wholly in his intereſt, when my 
real deſign 1s to ſerve her ; he makes me her Jailor,. and 1 


ſet her at liberty. 


Miran. I knew thy prolific brain would be of Gngular 
fervice to her, or | had not parted with thee to her father. 


Patch, But, Madam, the report is, that you are going 


to marry your guardian. 
Miran. It is neceſſary ſ. uch a report mould be, Patch. 
Patch. But is it true, Madam: 


Miran. That's not ene aceeflury. 10 
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_ Patch. 1 thought it was only the old rain, coaxing 


| Aim fill for your own, and railing at all the young fellows 
about town : in my mind, now, you are as ill plagu'd with 
your guardian, Madam, as my lady is with her father. 


Miran. No, I have liberty, wench; that ſhe wants; 


what would ſhe give now to be in this deſpabillee, in the 


open air; nay, more, in purſuit of the young fellow ſhe 
kes? for that's my caſe, I aſſure yo. 

Patcb. As for that, Madam, ſhe is even wich you; for 
though ſte can't come abroad, we have a way to bring | 


him home, in ſpite of old Argus. 5 


Miran. Now, Patch, your opinion of my choice, for 
here he comes — Ha! my guardian with him! what can 


be the meaning of this? I'm ſure Sir Francis can't know 
| Ke in this dreſs—Let's obſerve em. [They withdraws 


Enter Sir Francis Gripe and Sir George Airy. 
Fir Fran. Verily, Sir George, thou wilt repent throwing 
away thy money ſo; for I tell thee ſineerely, Miranda, my. 


charge, does not love a young fellow: they are all vicious, 


and ſeldom make good Huſbands: in oder ſadneſs ſhe 


5 cannot abide em. 


Miran. [ Peeping.] In ſober ſadneſs you. are miſtaken— | 


What can this mean ? 


Sir. Geo. Lock ye, Sir Francis, Weber the can or can- f 
not abide young fellows, is not the buſineſs: ; Will you. 


take the fifty guineas ? 


Sir Fran. In good truth; I wilt Bot- for 1 Ener- thy fa. 


ther, he was a hearty wary man, and-] cannot conſent that 
His ſon ſhould ſquander away, what he ſay'd, to no purpoſes 


Miran. [ Peeping.) Now in the name of wonder, What 


bargain can he be driving about me for fifty gaineas? 
Palch. I with it ben t for Net firſt wget 's lodging, 1 5 
; Madam. 


Sir Geo. Well, Si r ine face: 700 are thiafolcngious: 
for my father's ſake, then permit me the favour gratis. _ 
Miran. [Peeping] 1 Be favour! Q” my life, ne 


tis as you faid, Patch. 


Sir Fran. No, verily, if thou doſt not buy thy experis 


ence, thou wilt never de wiſe; ; therefore. give me a hun- 
od, and try fortune. 


L Gea, The ſcrerles aroſe, L and, from-the ſaatuty: 


* ſum 
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fam—Let me ſee—a hundred guineas — [Takes * em out of 


4 purſe, and chinks em.] Ha! they have a very pretty 
ſound, and a very pleaſing look—But Ven, Miranda | 


But if ſhe ſhould be cruel— 
Miran. | Peeping.) As ten to one I mall ST 
Sir Fran. Ay, do confider on't. He, be, be, he! 
Sir Geo. No, I'll do't. 
Patch. Do't! what, whether you will or no, Madam? 


the conditions _ 
Sir Fran. | Pullin out a paper. i 
Mira [ Peeping.) Ay, for heaven's fake ao, for wy. 
expectation is on the rack, | 
Fir Fran. Well, at your peril be it. h 
Sir Geo. Ay, ay, go on. 


Sir Geo. Come, to the point; > here! 8 $8 gold, ſum up 


Sir Fran. Imprimis, you are to be td into wy 
' houſe, in order to move your ſuit to Miranda, for the 
ſpace of ten minutes, without Jett or moleſtation, provided 


5 . remain in the ſame room, _ 
Sir Geo. But out of ear-ſhot.. 


Sir Fran. Well, well, I SN defire to Fear what you 


ſay; Ha, ha, ha, in conſideration 1 am to have that purſe : 


and a hundred guineas. 


Sir Geo. Take it— — . him the url. 


Miran. | Peeping. | So, 'tis well it's no worſe PU fit you 25 


ee ; 


Sir Geo. And this agreement is to he perform'd to-day. 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, the ſooner the better. Poor fool, 


how Miranda and 1 ſhall laugh at him — Well, 3 FE 
George, ha, ha, ha, take the laſt ſound of your guineas, 85 


| [Exits 
Miran [ Preping.] Sure he does not know I am Miranda. 


Ha, ha, ha. | [Chinks them.] 


Sir Geo. very extraordinary bargain 1 have 
truly, if ne l 4 gee”, 
now —Pſha, that's morally impoffible —- But then what 
hopes have I to ſucceed ?. I never ſpoke to her 

Miran. ¶ Preping.] Say you ſo-? Then I'm ſafe; 

Sir Gee, What tho' my tongue never ſpoke, my eyes 


_ faid a thouſand things, and my hopes flattered ine her's 
anſwer'd 'em. 


| Enaneas thrown, Way +. „ 
| als 4 A BY | {Miranda 


ould be really is love with this old cuff, 


If Pm tucky- —— if Jene it is but a hundred 
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[Miranda 4 Patch come for 
Miran. Upon what, Sir George ? 2 ward. ; 
Sir Geo. Ha! my incognita—upon a woman, | Made: 
Miran. They are the worſt things you can deal in, and 
damage the ſooneſt; your very breath deſtroys 'em, and 
I fear you'll never ſee yous return, Sir George, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo. Were they more brittle than china, and drop- 
ed to pieces with a touch, every atom of her I have ven- 
tur'd at, if ſhe is but miſtreſs of thy wit, balances ten times 
dhe ſum—Pr'ythee let me ſee thy face. 
Miran. By no means; that may: "Py your opinion of 

my ſenfſe— 

Bir Geo. Rather confirm! it, Madam. N 

Patch. So rob the lady of your gallantry, Sir. 

Sir Geo. No, child, a diſh of chocolate in the morning 

never ſpoils my dinner; the other lady, 1 8 a ſet 

1 meal; ſo there's no dauger. — 

8 Miran. Matrimony! ha, ha, ha! What crimes have 
| you committed againſt the God of Love, that he ſhould re- 

- by 'em ſo deere to N huſband upon your fore- 

 Neaa FT ©: 

Sir Geo. For my folly, | in having fo often met you here, 

| without purſuing the laws of nature, and exerciſing her 


you are, where you live, and what kind of fleſh and blood 
your face 1s; therefore unmaſk, and don' t put me to ne | 
trouble of doing it for you. . 
Miran. My face is the ſame feſh and blood wich my 
hand, Sir George, which if you'll be ſo rude to provoke— 
Sir Geo. You'll apply it to my cheek — The ladies 
favours are always welcome; but | muſt have that cloud 
withdrawn. [Taking hold of her.) Remember you are in 
the Park, child; and what a TIN: wing would i it be to 
loſe this pretty white hand? 23 
Miran. And how will it ſound in a caval. ack that 
Sir George Airy rudely pull'd off a lady's maſk, when he 
| had given her his honour that he never would, directly nor 
indirectly, endtavour to know her ull ſhe gave him | 
leave? 
8 Patch, I wiſh we were ſafe . 
Sir Geo. But if that 1 thinks 6 to purſue and meer 
000." 


command— But I reſolve, ere we part now, to know who 
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me at every turn, like ſome troubled ſpirit, ſhall I be 


blam'd if I inquire into the reality? 1 would have no- 
thing diſſatisfied in a female ſhape, 


Miran. What ſhall I do? [ Paujes, 
Sir Geo. Ay, pr'ythee conſider, for nos ſhalt find me 
very much at thy ſervice. 
| Parch. Suppoſe, Sir, the lady would bei in love with you. 
Sir Geo, Oh! VI] return the obligation in a moments 
Patch. And mairy her? 


Sir Geo. Ha, ha, hay that's not the way to love her, 

child. 

Miran. If he diſcovers me, 1 all die—Which way 

ſhall | ejcape ?—Let me fee ea. 
Sir Geo. Well, Madam 


Miran. I have it—9Sir George, tis fit you ſhould al- 


low ſomething; if you'll excuſe my face, and turn your 
back (if you look upon me, I ſhall fink, even maſk'd as 


| IT am) I will confeſs why I have engaged you ſo often, 
who I am, and where Llive. 


Sir Geo. Well, to ſhew you I am a man of honour, 1 
accept the conditions. Let me but once know thoſe, and 


2 face won't be long a ſecret to me. 
Patch. What mean you, Madam? 
Miran. To get off. 


Sir Geo. Lis banking: indecent; to turn one's Inch 
- upon a lady; but you command, and 1 obey. [Turas 


Bis back. | Come, Madam, begin— 


Miran. Firſt then it was my unhappy lot to ſee you at 
Paris, [Draws back à little while, and ſpeaks.) at a ball 


upon a birth-day ; your ſhape and air charm'd my eyes; 
your wit and complaiſance my ſoul; and from that fatal 


: night I lov'd you. [Drawing backs 
And when you left the place, grief ſeix d me Jo, 

| No rift my heart. no ſleep my eyes could know, 

Laſt, 1 rejolv'd a hazarduus point to try, 


And quit the piace in ſearch of liberty.  [Frait. 


Sir Gro. Excellent — 1 hope ſhe's handſome — Well, 


E you Madam, to the other two things : your name, and 


where you live? — I am a gentleman, and this confeſſion 
will got be loſt upon me, — Nay, pr ytuce don't weep, 
but go on—for 1 find * heart melts in thy behalf 


ſpeak 
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ſpeak ick, or I ſhall turn about. — Not Fas 
lady, ſhe expects I ſhould comfort her; and to do her 
juſtice, ſhe has ſaid evough to encourage me. [Turns 
about.] Ha! gone! the devil, jilted! Why what a tale 
has ſhe invented — of Paris, balls, and birth- days! — 
Egad I'd give ten guineas to know who the gipſy is 
A cuiſe of my folly — I deſerve to loſe her: what woman. 
Can forgive a. man that turns his back! | 


The bold and reſolute in lowe and war, 
To conquer, take the right and fevifieft way © 
f The boldeft lover ſooneſt gains the Fair, 
As courage makes the rudeſt force obey. 
Take no denial, and the dames adore ye, 
Clojely purſue them, and they fall before ye. 


The 8 85 of the Fiasr Aer. 


E 8 _ * oa - ” F EY * a vc -— r 


A c T II. s © E N E Sir Francis Gripe 8 Hoe | 


Enter Sir Francis Gripe and Miranda. | 


f Sir Fran. A, ha, ha, ha, ha! IEG — 
: "Miras. Ha, ha, ha, ka. ha, hat Ob. 1 
mall die with laughing —The moſt romantic adventure 

Ha, ha, ha! What does the odious young fop mean? A 
hundred pieces to talk ten minutes with me; ha, ha, ha! 
Sir Frau. And Tam to be by too, there's the jeſt: Adod, 

if it had been in private, 1 ſhould not have car'd to cruſt = 

the young dog. | 

* Miran. Indeed and indeed, har” you might, Gardy— 

Nc methinks there's nobody handſomer than you: 

So neat, ſo clean, fo good- humour'd, and ſo loving | 

Sir Fran. Pretty rogue, pretty rogue; and ſo thou 

| ſhalt find me, if thou doſt prefer thy Gardy before theſe 

eaperers of the age; thou ſhalt outſhine the Queen's box: 

on am opera night; thou ſhalt be the envy of the ring (for 
| I will carry thee: to Hyde-Park) and thy equipage. mall c 

N the what-d'ye- call em ambaſſador's. 2 
Miran. Nay, I am ſure the diſcreet part of my ſex will 
envy me more for the inſide furniture, when. you are in it, 

than my outhde equipage. OY 
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— Fels. A cunning baggage i'faith thou art, and a 
woiſe one too; and to ſhew thee thou haſt not choſen amiſs, 
I'll this moment diſinherit my on, and ſettle mY whole 
eſtate upon the. 
Miran. There's an old rogue now: [fide ] No, Gardy, 
I would not have your name be ſo black in the world— _ 
You know my father's will runs, that I am not to poſſeis 
my eſtate, without your conſent, till I am five-and-twenty ; 
you ſhall only abate the odd ſeven years, and make me 
_ miſtreſs. of my eſtate to-day, and PH make you maſter of 
my perion to-morrow. _ | 
Sir Fran. Humph! that may not be ſafe—No, Chargy, . 
PH ſettle it upon thee for pin- money; 3 and that will be 8 
every bit as well, thou know'ſt. | 


 Miran. Unconſcionable old m4. ide me with | | 


my own ne — Which way mall I get out of his 

| bands! — [ {fide, 
3 Fran. Well, what art thou thinking on, my girl, 
5 ba! how to banter Sir George? 
Miran. I muſt not pretend to banter: he babes my 


= twapiie too well: [ Afads.] No, Gardy, I have thought of 


2 way that will confound him more than all I could. ſay, | 
 F-ſhquld talk to him ſeven years. 
Sir Fran, How's that? Oh! I'm cranſported, Im ra- 


viſh'd, Pmmad— 


|  Miran, It would make you mad if you knew All, 
IAlde.] Vit not aer him a word, but be dumb to all 
he ſay © 
Sir Fran. Dumb! 1884 4 Was "SY ha. aliens. 
ha, ha! EFthink I have you now, Sir George; dumb! he'll 5 
go diſtracted — Well, ſhe's the wittieſt rogue. — Ha, ha, 


dumb! I can but laugh, ha, ha! to think how damn'd 


95 Ha, ha, ha! 


mad he'll be, when he finds he has given his ney: away | 

for a dumb ſhow. Ha, ha, ha! Bs 

Miran. Nay, Gardy, if he did but know my thoughts 5 

of him, it would make him ten times macder 5 *. 
ha, bat © 

di Fs, Ay, ſo it wo Chargys" to hold him in 

= ſick: deriſion, to ſcorn to | anſwer . to de dend 
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| Enter Charles, 
Sir Fran. How now, firrah ! Who let you in 7 
Cha. My neceſſities, Sir. 
Sir Fran. Sir, your neceſſities are very impertinent and 
ought to have ſent before they entered. 
Cha. Sir, | knew "twas a word would gain admittance | 


no where. 


Sir Fran. Then, ſirrah, how durſt you rudely thruſt chat 


upon your father. which nobody elſe would admit? 


Cha. Sure the name of a ſon is a ſufficient plea. I aſk. 


this lady's pardon, if I have intruded. 


Sir Fran. Ay, ay, aſk her pardon and her bleſling too, ic 


: yu xpect any thing from me. 


Miran. I believe yours, Sir Franck, i in a purſe of 


| guine as, would be more material. Your ſon may * 


buſineſs with you, Pll retire, 
Sir Fran. | gueſs his buſineſs, but Pl diſpatch him; 


IJ expect the knight every minute: W be 1 in readi- 


neſs? 
Miran. Certainly! My erpedation is more upon the 


wing than yours, old gentleman. ws "Lines. 


Sir Fran. Well, Sir! | | 
Cha. ys it is very ill, Sir; my circumflances are, I'm 


| ſave,” | 


Sir Fran. And what's that to me, Sir? Your manage- 


ment ſhould have made them better. 


Cba. If you pleaſe to intruſt me with che management of 185 


my eſtate, I ſhall endeavour it, Sir. 
Sir Fran. What to ſet upon a card, and buy a lady "FD 


favour at the price of a thouſand pieces, to rig out an 
equipage for a wench, or by your careleſſneſs enrich 


your ſteward to fine for ſheriff, or put up for Fine. 
man? 


Cha. I hope I ſhould not ſpend it this way : However, 


I aſk only for what my uncle left me ; yours * may A 
pa of as you pleaſe, Sir, _ 


Sir Fran. That I ſhall, out of . your reach, 1 aſſure you 5 


Sir. Adod, theſe young fellows think old men get eſtates 


for nothing but them to ſquander away in dieinß, wench. 


Cba. 
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Cha. I think I was born a gentleman, Sir! Um ſure my 


uncle bred me like one. 


Sir Fran. From which you would infer, Sir, that 


gaming, whoring, and the pox, are requiſites to a gentle» 
. 


. Monfirous | When I would aſk him only "A a ſap⸗ : 
port, he falls into theſe unmannerly reproaches; [| maſt, 
_ tho” againſt my will, . invention, aud by ſratagem | 


relieve myſelf, | [| 4fides 


Ser Fran. Sirrah, what is it you mutter, ürrah, ha? 


[ Holds up his cane.] I ſay you ſhan't have a groat out of 


my hands till I pleaſe —and may be lll never pleaſe, and 


what's that to you? 


Cha. Nay, to be robb'd, or to have one J chien cut, 18 
| not much 


Sir Fran. What's that, firrah * Would ye rob me, or cu 


my throat, ye rogue? 
Cha. Heaven E Sir—l faid no tack thing 


Sir Fran, Mercy on me! What a plague it is to have a 
— Lou of one and twenty, who wants to elbow one out of one 8 


8 life, to edge himſelt! into the eſtate 
; Enter Marplot. 


Marpl. Egad he's here—l was afraid I had loſt biens 5 

His ſecret could not be with his father, his wants are pub- 

lic there Guardian—y our ſervant, Charles. I know by 
that ſorrowful countenance of thine, the old man's Alt is a8 

_ clofe as his flrong box.—But I'll help thee. | 


Sir Fran. So: here's another extravagant coxcomb, 


that will /pend his fortune before he comes to't; but he 
mall pay ſwingiog intereſt, and ſo let the fool go on 
Well, what! does neceflity bring you too, Sir ? | 
Marpl. You have hit Ry Gann _— want a hundred 5 


pounds. 
Sir Fran. For what? ? 


Marpl. Pogh, for a hundred things: I can't for my life . 


tell you for what. 


Cha, Sir, I ſuppoſe have received all the anſwer 1 am : 


like to have. 


Marpl. Oh, the devil, if he gets out before me, 1 ſhall 


loſe him again, 


Sir . Ay, Sir, and you may be marching as 


- Joon. 


: eye. 
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foon as you pleaſe — I muſt ſee a change | in your temper 
ere you find one in mine, 


Marpl, Pray, Sir, diſpatch me me; 3 the money, Sir; Pm in 


mighty haſte. 


Sir Fran. Fool, take this, and go to the caſhier, 1 went 
be long plagu'd with thee, { Gives bim à note. 
Marpl. Devil take the caſhier, I mall certainly have 


Charles gone before I come back again. [ Runs out. 


Cha. Well, Sir, I take my leave—But remember, you 
expoſe an only fon to all the miſeries of wretched , 8 
which too often lays the plan for ſcenes of miſchief. 

Sir Frau. Stay, Charles, I have a ſudden W come a 
into my head, may prove to thy advantage. 

Cha. Ha, does he relent? | [dfde. 

Sir Fran. My Lady Wrinkle, worth forty thouſand 
pounds, ſets up for a handſome young huſband ; ſhe prais'd 
thee t'other day; tho' the match-makers can get twenty 
guineas for a light of her, TI can Introduce thee for 


nothing. 


Cha. My Lady Wrinkle, Sir ! why the has but one bs 


80 Sir Fran. Then me l ſee but half your extravagance, 
ir, 


Ce. Condemn me to ſuch a piece of deformity! Tooh- 


leſs, dirty, wry-neck'd, hunch-back'd hag! 
Sir Fran. Hunch-back' d! ſo much the better, then me : 


has a reſt for her misfortunes; for thou wilt load her 


ſwingingly. Now I warrant you think, .this is no offer of 
na father: forty thouſand pounds 1s nothing with you, 


Cha. Yes, Sir, I think it is too much: a young beau- 
tiful woman with half the money would be more agreeable, 


El thank you, Sir; ; but you choſe better for W | 


J find, 
Sir Fran. Out of my doors, N dog; 3 you pretend to 
meddle with my marriage, firrah! _ 
Cha. Sir, I obey.— | 
Sir Fran. But me no buts — Be gone, 8 Sir: dare to aſk 


me for money again — Refuſe forty thouſand pounds! 


Out of my doors, I fay, without reply. | eas Chas 
Exter Servant. 
Serv. ( One Sir George * enquires for you, Sir. 
Enter 
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Enter Marplot running. 
 Marpl. Ha! gone! Is Charles gone, Guardian ? 
Sir Fran, Ves; and I defire your wiſe worſhip to walk 
after him, 
Marpl. Nay, epad, I ſhall run, I tell you but that. 
Ah, pox of this caſhier for detaining me ſo long: where 
the devil ſhall I find him now ? 1 ſhall certainly loſe this 
ſecret. {Exit Haſtiy. 
Sir Fran. What it the fellow diſtracted — Deſire 
Sir George to walk up. —— Now for a trial of ſkill that 
will make me happy, and him a fool: ha, * BY in my 
mind he looks like an aſs already. ns 3015 

Enter Sir George. | 
Sir Fran, Well, Sir George, do you hold i in he ſame ; 
mind, or would you capitulate : ? ha, ha, ha! look, here 
are the guineas. [ Chinks em.] Ha, ha, ha! 
Sir Geo. Not if they were twice the ſum, Sir Francis: 
ä therefore be brief, call in the lady, and take your poſt. 
55 If ſhe's a woman, and not ſeduced by witchcraft to 
this old rogue, I'll make his heart ake; for if ſhe has but 
one grain of inclination about her, PH vary a thouſand 
thapes but find it, : LAlide. : 
2 Enter Mirada: | : 
Sir Fran. Agreed—Mirands There, Sir George; try 
our fortune. [Tales out his abatch.] . 
Sir Geo. So from the eaſtern chambers has the fam. 
Dilpels the clouds, and _ the yales below. 
| {Salutes her. 
Sir Fram: Hold, Sir, king was not in our r agreement. 
Sir Geo. Oh! that's by way of e pr 'ythee, old 
mammon, to thy poſt. : 
Sir Fran. Well, young Timon, 'tis now four exactly; 
ten minutes, remember, 3 is your utmoſt limit, not a minute 
more, | Retares to the bottom of the ſtage. 
Sir Geo. Madam, whether you'll excuſe or blame my 
love, the author of this raſh proceeding, depends upon 
your pleaſure, as alſo the life of your admirer : your ſpark- 
ling eyes ſpeak a heart ſuſceptible of love; your vivacity, 


a _ too delicate to admit the embraces of gates mor- 
ta ity, © 


5 1 
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Ir uv. Ala. ] Oh ! that I durſt ſp eak 5 
Sir Geo. Shake off this tyrant Guardia" s yoke, aſſume 
yourſelf, and daſh his bold aſpiring hopes; the deity of 
his deſires is avarice ; a heretic in love, and ought to be 
baniſh'd by the queen of beauty. See, Madam, a a 
faithful ſervant kneels, and begs to be admitted in the 
number of your ſlaves. [Miranda gives bim her hand 
ee raiſe bim. 

Sir Fran. 1 with I could: hear what he ſays now. 
| [Running up.] Hold, hold, holds. no Fan that's con- 
trary to articles- ; 
| Sir Geo, Sdeath, Sir, keep your difiance, or Pl write 
| another article in your guts. {| Lays his hand to his favord. 

Sir Fran. | Going back.] A bloody-minded fellow! — 
Sir Geo. Not anſwer me! perhaps ſhe thinks my addreſs 
too grave: I'll be more free—Can. you be ſo uncon- 
ſcionable, Madam, to let me ſay all theſe fine things to 
you, without one ſingle compliment in return? View me 


well; am I not a proper handſome fellow, ha? Can you 


prefer that old, dry, withered, ſapleſs log of ſixty-five, to 


the vigorous, gay, ſprightly love of twenty-four? With 


| ſnoring only he'll awake thee ; but I, with raviſhing 
delight, would make thy ſenſes dance in concert with 
the joyful minutes. — Ha! not yet? ſure ſhe is dumb 
—Thus wou'd 1 ſteal and touch thy beauteous hand, 
[Takes bold of her hand] till by degrees 1 reach'd 8 


EL enz breaſts, then raviſh kiſſes thus. 


[ Embraces 1 in ecftah. : 

| Miran. [Struggles * flings from bim. ] 0 heavens! I 

ſhall not be able to contain myſelf, _ [ Afrde. 

Sir Fran. | Running up, with his watch in his hand. J. Sure 

| ſhe did not ſpeak to him — There's five of the ten minutes 

gone, Sir George — Adod, don t like thoſe cloſe con- 
ferences— 

Sir Geo, More interruptions——you will dave it, Sir! 15 

[Lay, his hand to his ford. 

Sir . [Going back] No, no, you ſhan't have her 

e 2 [Alt. 


Sir Geo. Dumb gill — Sure this old dog has enjoin'd 1 
| her ſilence; 3 Pl try another way 1 muſt conclude, 5 


Madam, that in compliance to your Guardian s humour, 
95 pon 


* ” 


| for ſigns, I warrant him. 


-: © hat 


you refuſe to anſwer me—Conſider the injuſtice of his in- 
janction, Madam: theſe ten minutes colt me a hundred 


und — and would you anſwer me, I could purchaſe 
the whole day ſo. However, Madam, you muſt give me 


leave to make the beſt interpretation I can for my money, 

and take the indication of your filence for the ſecret 
| liking of my perſon: therefore, Madam, I will inſtruct you 
| how to keep your word inviolate to Sir Francis, and yet an- 


ſwer me to every. queſtion : As for example, when I aſk any 


thing to which you would reply in the affirmative, gen- 
tly nod your head — thus; and when in the negative, 
thus; [Shakes his head :] and in the doubtful, a tender 

ſigh, thus. [Sighs.] e 


Miran, How every ation charms me but P11 fit him 


[Alade. 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, 


4 


to all that I can ſay? ? 


Sir Geo, Very well! ſhe's tractable, I find—And is it 
poſſible that you can love him! {Miran. nodt.] Miracu- 
| Jous ! Pardon the bluntneſs of my queſtions, for my time 
is ſhort. May I not hope to ſupplant him in your 
eſteem? [ Miran. fghs.] Good, ſhe anſwers me as I 
could wiſh——You'll not conſent to marry bim then? 


Miran. fighs.] How ! doubtful in that? — Undone 


again — Humph ! but that may proceed from his power 
to keep her out of her eſtate till twenty-five; Ill try that 
come, Madam, I cannot think you heſitate on this af- 
fair out of any motive but your fortune — Let him keep it 
till thoſe few years are expired; make me happy with 
your perſon, let him enjoy your wealth — [Miran. holds up 
ber hands.] Why, what ſign is that now ? Nay, nay, 
Madam, except you obſerve my leſſon, I can't underſtand 


* 


your meaning. 


Sir Fran. What a vengeance, are they talking by 
Sir George? . e | | | N 5 m 


Ser Geo. T 


* 


To cut your throat, if you dare mutter another 


Sir 


ha! poor Sir George, ha, ha, 
Sir Geo. Was it by his deſire that you are dumb, Madam, 
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Sir Fran, Od ! I wiſh he were fairly out of my houſe. 
Sir Geo. Pray, Madam, will you anſwer me to the 
purpoſe? Miran. Sales her head, and points" to Sir 
Francis.) What does ſhe mean! ſhe won't anſwer me 
to the purpoſe, or is ſhe afraid yon old cuff ſhould un- 
derſtand her figns }— Ay, it muſt be that,—! perceive, 
Madam, you are too apprehenſive of the promiſe you 
have made to follow my rules; therefofe Pl! ſuppoſe your 
mind, and anſwer. you —— Firſt, ' for” myſelf, Madam, 
that I am in love with you is an infallible truth. Now 
for you: [Turns on ber fide.] Indeed, Sir, and may I 
believe it ? — As certainly, Madam, as that tis day- 
light, or that I die if you perſiſt in filence—Bleſs me 
with the muſic of your voice, and raiſe my ſpirits to 
their proper heaven: thus low let me intreat, ere 'm | 
oblig'd to quit this place, grant me ſome token of a 1 
favourable reception, to keep my hopes alive. Ariſes 
haſtily, turns on her fide.] Rile, Sit; and ſince my Guar- 
dian's preſence will. not allow me privilege of tongue, 
read that, and reſt aſſured you are not indifferent to me. 
[Offers her à letter.] Ha, right woman! But! be Prikes it 
Jown. 1 no matter, ge e nnen 88 
Sir Fran, Ha! what's that! a letter! — Ha, ha, ha! 
R SST G7 0005 300 Yen IEG 8 
Miran. The beſt aſſurance I ever ſaw,——  [Afide. 
Sir Geo. Ha! a letter! Oh! let me kifs it with the 
ſame raptures that I would do the dear hand that touch'd 
it. [Opens it.] Now for a quick fancy, and a long ex- 
tempore — What's here? [Reads.] *©* Dear Sir George; 
6 this virgin muſe I conſecrate to you, which, when it 
© has received the addition of your voice, will charm 
« me into à deſire of liberty to love; which you, and 
„ only you, can fix.” My angel! Oh you tranſport 
me! -[XK;/es the letter.] © And fee the power of your 
command; the God of Love has ſet the verſe already; 
* the flowing numbers dance into a tune, and I'm inſpired | 
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Miran. I'm ſure thou art inſpired with impudence 
 ©# enough. 5 3 LAlAde. 
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© Great four inſpire him ; 
Say 1 admire him. 
© Give me the lover 
That can diſcover 
e Secret devotion _ 
From ſilent motion; 
* Then don't betray me, | 
= * But hence convey me. 5 
Sir "he [Taking hold of Miranda. P_ With AY my 
heart, this moment ers 8 retire. | [Sir Francis coming up 
[ haſlily, 
Sir Fran. The time is expired, Sir, and you muſt take 
your leave, There, my girl, there's the hundred pounds, 
which thou haſt won; go, PI. be with you preſently, ha, 
ha; Mt. bat. [Exit Miranda. 
Sir Geo, Ade Soits, Madam, you won't leave me juſt in 
the nick, will you? 
Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha! ſhe has nicks you, Sir G Jeorge, 
U think, ha, ha, ha! Have you any more hundred pounds | 


8 to throw away upon courtſhip ? ha, ha, ha! 


Sir Geo. He, he, he, he! A curſe of your fleering ps 
jeſts— Vet, however ill I ſucceeded, Pl venture the ſame 
wager, ſhe does not value thee a { ooonful of ſauff ;—Nay, 
more, though you enjoin'd her ſilence to me, you'll aner 
make her ſpeak to the purpoſe with yourſelf. . 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha ha! did not I tell thee thou would Fl | 
repent thy money? Did not S on ſhe hated young tel- 
loves aa a3]: 

Sir Geo. And I'm poſitive ſhe' s not in love with age. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha! no matter for that, ha, ha! ſhe' * 
not taken with _ youth, nor — 5 rhetoric to boot; 
A, 5 

"Sir Gee. Whate'er her reaſons are for dillikiog of me, 1 
am certain ſhe can be taken with nothing about thee. 


Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! how he ſwells with envy poor . 


man, poor man—ha, ha, ha! I muſt beg your pardon, Sir 
| George; Miranda will be impatient to have her ſhare of 
mirth: verily we ſhall laugh: at thee molt egregiovliy. 
Ha; ha, ha! 
Sir Geo. With all my heart, faith—T hall en in my : 


turn too— For if you dare marry her, old Belzebub, you - 


Vor. I. 3 e 
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neſs. 
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will be cuckolded moſt egregiouſly : : remember that, and 


tremble —— 


She that to age her beauteous ſelf reſigns, 
© Shews witly management for cloſe deſigns. 
© Then if thou'rt grac d with fair Miranda's Bed, 
* Adtzon's horns ſhe means ſhall crown thy bead. le xit. 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! he is mad. | 
* The/ſe fluttering fops imagine they can wind, 
Turn, and decoy to lobe all woman-kind : 
But here's a proof of wiſdom in my charge, 
Old men are conſtant, young men live at large; 
The frugal hand can bills at fight defray, 
When he that laviſh is, has nought to pay. [Exit 


SCENE changes to Sir Jealous Traffick”, Houſe. 


Enter Sir Jealous, Iſabinda, Patch following. 
Sir Jea. What, in the balcony again? notwithſtanding 


my poſitive commands to the contrary !—Why don't you 
write a bill on your forehead, to A anten there” $ 
ſomething to be lett ?— 


1/ab. What harm can there he in a little freſh air, sir? 
Sir Fea. Is your conſtitution ſo hot, miſtreſs, that it 


wants cooling, ha? Apply the virtuous Spaniſh rules, 
baniſh your taſte, and thoughts of fleſh, feed pon W be 
and quench your thirſt with water. | 


Lab., That and a cloſe room would certainly make me 


die of the vapours. | 


Sir Jea. No, miſtreſs, tis your high- -fed, lofty, ram- 


bling, rampant ladies—that are troubled with the va- - 


pours: 'tis your ratifia, perſico, cinnamon, citron, and 


Hpirit of clary, cauſe ſuch ſwi—m— ing in the brain, that 
carries many a guinea full-tide to the doctor. But you 
are not to be bred this way; no galloping abroad, no re- 


ceiving viſits at home; for in our looſe N che Wo- 


| men are as dangerous as the men, 


Patch. So I told her, Sir; and that it was not 1 | 


to be ſeen in a balcony—but ſhe threatened to flap my 


chaps, and told me, I was her ſervant, not her Boyer. 


Sir * Did ſhe ſo? bot pl wake her to know that 


you are her duenna © Oh that incomparable cuſtom of - 


DO „ 
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Spain! Why here's no depending upon old women in 
my country—for they are as wanton at eighty, as a girl 
of eighteen ; and a man may as ſafely truſt to Aſgil's 
tranſlation, as to his great grandmother's not marrying 
again. 


Lab. Or to the Spaniſh ladies veils and duennas, for the 


= {ſafeguard of their honour, 


Sir Fea. Dare to ridicule the cautious conduct of that 


wiſe nation, and I'll have you lockt up this fortnight 


without a peep- hole. 


Lab. If we had bat the ghoſtly helps in England, 


which they have in Spain, I might deceive you if you 


did—* Sir, 'tis not the reſtraint, but the innate princi- 


« ples, ſecures the reputation and honour of our ſex.” 
Let me tell you, Sir, confinement ſharpens the invention, 


as want of fight ſtrengthens the other ſenſes, and is often 
more pernicious, than the recreation that innocent liberty 


_ allows, 


Sir Jea. gay you ſo, miſtreſs? who the devil taught | 
you the art of reaſoning? I aſſure you they muſt have a2 
greater faith than I pretend to, that can thipk any wo- 


man innocent who requires liberty. Therefore, Patch, 
to your charge I give her; lock her up till I come back 


from Change: I ſhall have ſome ſauntring coxcomb, with 
nothing but a red coat and a feather, think, by leaping 


into her arms, to leap into my eſtate—but I' prevent 


them: ſhe ſhall be only Signior Babinetto's. 
Patch. Really, Sir, I wiſh you would employ any body 


elfe in this affair; I lead a life like a dog, with obeying 
your commands, Come, Madam, will you plea.e to be 


locked up? 


Jab. Ay, to enjoy more freedom than he is aware 


of. [Alde.] [Exit with Patch. 


Sir 7ea. I believe this wench is very true to my intereſt ; 


I am happy I met with her, if I can but keep my daughter 


from being blown upon till Signior Babinetto arrives, who 
ſhall marry her as ſoon as he comes, and carry her to 


Spain as ſoon as he has married her. She has a pregnant 


wit, and I'd no more have her an Engliſh wife, than the 
„ N 


Grand Signior's miſtreſs, 


* 
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Enter Wh iſper. 


_Whiſp. So, I ſaw Sir Jealous go out; here ſhall ! ind 


| Mrs, Patch now ? 
Enter Patch. 
Patch. Oh, Mr. Whiſper! my lady ſaw you + out at the 
window, and ordered me to bid you ys and let your 
maſter know ſhe's now alone. 


_ I7hijp. Huſh, ſpeak ſoftly ; I go, I go: But bark ye, 


Mrs. Patch, mall not you and I have a little confabula- 


- tion, when my maſter and your lady are engag'd ? 


Patch. Ay, ay; farewell. [ Goes in and ſhuts the door. 185 


Re-enter Sir Jealous Traffic, meeting Whiſper. 


Sir Jea. Sure, whilſt I was talking with Mr. 2 


well, I heard my door clap. [ Seeing Whiſper.) Ha! 


man lurking about my houſe : Who do you want there, 


Sir? 


I ſay no W-? 


Sir Jea. Ay, want; bers you a letter or meſſage - 
for any body there —0 my conkeiencs this 1 is ſome he- wy 


bawd—— 

Whiſp. Letter or meſſage, sir! 
Sir Fea. Ay, letter or meſſage, Sir, 
-Whi/p. No, not I, Sir. 


Sir Fea. Sirrah, Grrah, Pl have you ſet i in {the dock, ir | 


you don't tell me your buſineſs immediately. 


 Whiſp. Nay, Sir, my buſineſs—is no great matter of 
buſineſs, neither; and yet tis buſineſs o conſequence, : 


too. | 

Bir Fea. Sirrah, don't rifle with me. 
Whip. Trifle, Sir! have you found him, Sir? ? 
Sir Jea. Found what, you raſcal ? 


Whiſp. Why Trifle is the very lap-dog my lady lot, | 
Sir; 1 Fancy'd I ſaw him run into this houſe. I'm glad 5 
you have him Sir, my lady will be overjoy'd that I 


have found him. 
Sir Jea. Who is your lady, friend? 


Whijp. My lady Love-Puppy, Sir. 


Sir Fea, My lady Love-Puppy, Sir! then pr'ythee : 
carry en to her, for I know no other whelp that 
b ene | 


M biſp. Want—want, a pox, Sir Jealous ! What muſt 


2 
— 
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dehnt to her; and let me catch you no more puppy- 


hunting about my doors, leſt I have you preſt into the 


ſervice, ſirrah. bh 
I hiſp. By no means, Sir—Your humble ſervant. 1 


muſt watch whether he goes, or no, before I can tell my 


maſter, Exit. 
Sir Jea. This fellow has the olficious leer of a pimp, 


and I half ſuſpeQ a deſign; but PII be upon them before 
they 2 on me, I warrant em. 


8 88 E NE Charles's Lodging. 


Enter Charles and Marplot. 


Cha. Honeſt Marplot, I thank thee for this ſupply. * 
expect my lawyer with a thouſand pounds I have ordered 1 


him to take up, and then you ſhall be repaid. 


Marpl. Pho, pho, no more of that ;—here comes Sir 


George Airy. 5 


a sir George. 


| Curſedly out of humour at his 4ifappointment 3 fee how 
he looks! ha, ha, hal 


Sir Geo. Ah Charles, I am 10 humbled in my preten- 


ions to plots upon women, that I believe I ſhall never 


. have courage enough to attempt chender mis again. — 
I'll tell thee, | | 


Cha. Ha, ha! Pl Ware you the relation, by . 
Impatient to know your buſineſs with my father, 
when I ſaw you enter, I ſlipt back into the next room, 


where I over-heard every ſyllable. 


Sir Geo. That I ſaid ? — But I'll be hang'd if you 


| heard her anſwer—But pr'ythee tell we, Charles, 1s ſhe | 
a fool? 


Cha. I ne'er ſuſpeRed her for one ; but Marplot can, 
inform you better, if you'll allow him a | judge. | 
Marpl. A fool! I1l juſtify ſhe has more wit than all the 


| reſt of her ſex put together; why, ſhell rally 1 me ell 5 
han't one word to ſay for myſelf. | 


Cha. A mighty proof of her wit, truly—— 
Marl. There muſt be ſome trick in't, Sir George; egad : 


V1 find it out, if it coſt me the ſum you paid for” t. 


Sir s. Do, and command me | 3 
$3 Marsl. 
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Marpl. Enough, let me alone to trace a ſecret—— 


Enter Whiſper, and /peaks aſide to his Maſter. 


The devil! Whiſper here again; that fellow never ſpeaks _ 
out, Is this the ſame, or a new ſecret? Sir George, 
won't you aſł Charles what news Whiſper brings? 


Sir Geo, Not 1, Sir; I ſuppole it does not relate to me. 


Marpl. Lord, lord, how little curiofity ſome people 
have! Now my chief pleaſure lies in Enowing Ny. | 
body's buſineſs, 
Sir Geo. I fancy, Charles, thou haſt ſome engagement : 

upon thy hands: I have a little buſineſs, too. Marplot, 
if it fall in your way to bring me any intelligence from 


Miranda, you'll find me at the Thatch'd Houſe at * 
Marpl. You do me much honour. 
Cha. You gueſs right, Sir George ; wiſh me ſucceſs. 


Sir Geo. Better than attended me. Adieu. Exit. 


Cha. Marplot, you mult exeuſe me 


Marpl. Nay, nay, what need of any excuſe amongl ; 


friends? I'll go with you. 


Cha. Indeed you muſt not. = 
Marg]. No! then I ſuppoſe tis a duel, and I will go. - 


to fecure you. 


Cha. Well, but it is no duel, conſequently no danger, 
Therefore pr 'ythee be anſwer d. 
Marpl. What is't a miſtreſs, then ?—mum—you know 
I can be filent upon occaſion. : 
Cha. I wiſh you could be civil too: I tell you, you. 
neither muſt nor ſhall go with me. Farewell. [Exit, 
| Marl. Why then—l muſt and will follow you, . 


The End of the SECOND Aer, 


— — ” e I 3 : „ 


A 0 T UI. 8 c E ; N E a meet, 
Enter Charles. 


7 cba. | E LL, here's the houſe which” holds the 
iS hk prize, quiet and ſerene ; here no noiſy 
footmen throng to tell the world, that beauty dwells 
within; no ceremonious viſit makes the lover wait; 
no revel to give my heart a pang: who would not "he 


THE BUSY BODY. 3¹ 


the window at midnight without fear of the jealous 
father's piſtol, rather than fill up the train of a coquet, 


where every minute he is joſtled out of place Fr” | [Knocks | 
WL fg. ] Mrs. Patch, Mrs. Patch! 2 i 


. Enter Patth- 
Patch. Oh, are you come, Sir ? Lak ale. Dh, 
_ Cha, 80 1 in, in den. 


Emer Marplot. 


Marpl. There he goes: who the devil lives here? 
except I can find out that, I am as far from knowing his 
| buſineſs as ever; gad I'll watch, it may be a bawdy- 

| houſe, and he may have his throat cut; if there ſhould' 


be any miſchief, I can make oath he went in. Well, 


Charles, in ſpite of your endeavours to keep me out of 
the ſecret, I may ſave your life for aught I know: At 
that corner I'Il plant myſelf, there I ſhall fee whoever 
goes in, or comes out. Gad, I love diſcoveries. [Exit:- 


80 EN E draws, Charles, Iſabinda, and Patch. 


Lab. Patch, look out ſharp ; ; have a care of dad. 
Patch, I warrant you. 


Lab. Weh, Sir, if I may judge your lore by your cou- 
rage, I ought to believe you ſincere; for you venture into 
the lion's den when you come to ſee me. 


Cha. If you'd conſent, whilſt the forlous beaſt 18 abroad, 


Ia free you from the reach of his paws, 


Lab. That would be but to avoid one danger by run- 


ning into another: like poor wretches who fly the bur- 
* ning ſhip, and meet their fate in the water,” Come, 
come, Charles, I fear, if I conſult my reaſon, confine- 
ment and plenty is better than liberty and ſtarving, I 
know you'd make the frolick pleaſing for a little time, by 
ſaying and doing a world of tender things; but when 
our ſmall ſubſtance is exhauſted, and a thouſand requiſites 
for life are wanting; love, who rarely dwells with poverty, 

would alſo fail us. 


Cha. Faith, I fancy not; methinks my heart has laid 


up a ſtock will laſt for life: to back which, I have taken 


a thouſand pound upon my uncle's eftate ; that ſurely will 


e us till one of our fathers relent. 


. There s no truſting to that, mY friend ; I doubt 
B4 your 
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your father will carry his humour to the grave, and mine 


bill he ſees me ſettled in Spain. 


Cha. And can you then cruelly reſolve t to ſtay till hat £7 | 


_ curs'd Don arrives, and ſuffer that youth, beauty, fire, 


and wit, to be ſacrificed to the arms of a dull Spaniard, 
to be immur'd, and forbid the fight of any thing. that' 3 


human? 


lab. No, when i it comes to that extremity, aud 50 An- 


tagem can relieve us, thou ſhalt liſt for a ſoldier, and PH 
carry thy knapſack after-thet. | 
Cha. Bravely reſolv'd! the world cannot be more ſa- 


vage than our parents, and fortune generally aſſiſts the 

bold; therefore conſent now: Why ſhould we put it to a 
future hazard? Who knows when we ſhall have another 

=_ eee | 


Lab. Oh, you. have your ladder of ropes, k fappole; 


and the cloſet- window ſtands juſt where it did; and if 
, you han't forgot to write in characters, Patch will find a 

way for our aſſignations. Thus much of the Spaniſh con- 
trivance my father's ſeverity has taught me: I thank him: 
though I hate the nation, 1 admire their N in 


un affairs. . 
| . - Nudes 8 


why, why, what ſhall I do, Madam? 


1/ab. Oh! for Heaven's ſake! don't go that v way, you'll 85 


: ns him full in the teeth ; © Oh, unlucky moment! 


Cha. Adſheart, can you ſhut me into no en, nor | 


ram me into a cheit, ha? 


Patel. Impoſüble, Sir, he ſearches every hole in the 5 


houſe. 


Jab. Undone for ever! if he ſces you, I hall never ſee 


you more. 


Patch. I have thought on it: run you to your chamber, : 
Madam; and, Sir, come you along with me: Iam certain 


you may eaſily get down from the balcony. 


Cha. My life, adieu — Lead on, guide. . | 
. Heaven preſerve him! [Zit. 


SCENE 


Pack Oh, Madam, 1 ſee my maſter coming up the 
fret. 5 . 
Cba. Oh, the devil, would I had my ladder now 1 Fr 
thought you had not expected him till night: r. why, . 
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8 CE NE changes to the ftrect.. 
Enter Sir Jealous, with Marplot behind bim. 
: Sir Fea. I don't know what's the matter, but I have 
a ſtrong ſuſpicion all is not right within; that fellow 


1 ſauntring about my door, and his tale of a puppy, 
had the face of a lie, methought. By St. lago, if 1 
ſhould find a man in the houſe, I'd make mince-meat of 


him 


Marpl. Ah, poor Charles —ha? Egad he is old—I fancy | 
I might bully him, and make Charles have an opinion 
of my courage. 
Sir Jea. My own key ſhall let me in; $01 give them 


no warning. [ Feeling for his hey. 

Marpi. What's that you ſay, TI» 
[ Going up to Sir Jealous. 
Sir Jos What's that to you? [Turns guick upon bim. 


Marpl. Ves, tis to me, Sir: for the gentleman you 
Pe is a very honeſt gentleman. Look to't; for if 
be comes not as ſafe out of your houſe as he went in, 1 
| have half a dozen myrmidons hard by ſhall bear it about 5 
your ears. 


Sir Jen. Went in! What, is he i in, then 2 Ah! a com- 


bination to undo me I'll myrmidon you, ye dog yours 
7 Thieves ! thieves! ! 
| [Beats Marplot all the abih he cries s 


Marpl. Murder, murder; I was not in your e 


* 5 9 


Enter ſervant. 
e What's the matter, Sir? 


Sir Fea. The matter, raſcal! You have let a a man into 
my houſe; but P11 flea him alive; follow me, P11 not leave 
A mouſe-hole unſearch'd ; if 1 find him, by St. Iägo, rl 
_ Equip him for the Opera, 


Marpl. A deuce of his cane, there's no truſting to age 


— What Mill I do to relieve Charles? Egad, Pl raiſe the 
neighbourhood Murder! murder! Charles drops down 
upon him from the balcony. } Charles, Faith Pm glad to ſee 


thee ſafe out, with all my heart. 
Cha. A pox of your bawling : how the Devil came you 


B 4 arp. 


here? | 
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| Martl. Here! gad, I have done you a piece of brvices * 
I told the old thunderbolt, that the gentleman chat was 
gone in, was — 
Cha. Was it you that told him, Sir? [Loying bold of 2 
*Sdeath, I could cruſh thee into atoms. [Exit Charles, 
Marpl. What, will you choak me for my kindneſs ?— 
Will my enquiring ſoul never leave ſearching into other 
people's affairs, till it gets ſqueez'd out of my body; [ 
dare not follow him now for my blood, he's in ſuch a 
paſſion—I'Il to Miranda: if I can diſcover aught that may 
oblige Sir George, it may be a means to reconcile me 
again to Charles = LS rit. 
Enter Sir Jealous and bis franc. 3 
Sir Jen, Are you ſure you have ſearch'd every where | 2 
Serv. Yes, from the top of the houſe to the bottom. 
Sir Jea. Under the beds, and over the beds? 
Serv. Yes, and in them too; but found ys Sir. 
Sir Fea. Why, what could this rogue mean * 
- | Enter Habinda and Patch. „„ 
Patch, Take courage, Madam, 1 ſaw him ſafe out. = 


Tab. Bleſs 1 me! what's the matter, Sir ? : 
| Sir Fea. You know dere where's the man that 
was here juſt now ? 5 
Lab. What man, Si? 1 ſaw gone ! 5 | 
Patch. Nor I, by the truſt you repoſe in me: <6: you 
think I would let a man come within thefe doore, when 8 
Jou are abſent? 
Sir Fea, Ah, patch, the may fo too cunning for thy 
honeſty ; ; the very ſcout, that he had ſet to give warning, 
diſcovered it to me—and threatened me with half a dozen 

myrmidons—but I think I maul'd the villain. T heſe - 


 afflitions you draw upon me, Miſtreſs ! 


Lab. Pardon me, Sir, *tis your own ridiculous humour 
draws you into theſe vexations, and gives veory fool pre- : 
| tence to banter you. 

Sir Zea. No, tis your idle eondact, your coquettiſn 
flirting into the balcony—Oh! with what joy ſhall I re- 
bg thee into the arms of Don Diego Babinetto? 


[4fde 1 Lab. . 


Jab. And with what induſtry ſhall I avoid him ? Able. 2 


Sir Ita. Venen that rogue had a mellage from ſome» 


body 5 
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body or other ; but being baulk'd by my coming, pop'd 
that ſham upon me. Come along, ye ſots, let's ſee if 
we can find the dog again, Patch, lock her up3 ; d'ye 
hear. 
Datch. ves, Sir— Ay, walk till your heels ake, you 2 
find no-body, I promiſe you. | 
Jab. Who could that ſcout be which "Th talks of ? 
Patch. Nay, I can't imagine, without it was Whiſper. . 
Jab. Well, dear Patch, let's employ all our thoughts 
| how to eſcape this horrid Don Diego; my very heart ſinks 
at his terrible name. 
Patch. Fear not, Madam, Don Carlo mall be the man, 
or ['l1 loſe the reputation of contriving; and then what's x 
a chamber-maid good for? 
Jab. Say'ſt thou ſo, my girl? Then— ? 
Tief dad be jealous, multiply his cares, 
* Whilft love inſtructs me to avoid the foares ; ;- 
« PII, ſpite of all his Spaniſh caution, ſhow, 
5 How much for love a Britiſh maid can do. 


s C E N E. Sir Francis Gripe's Hoo 


Sir Francis and Miranda meeting. 


ſeene? 
Sir Was, To admiiation-—Thou dear little 1 rogue 
let me buſs thee for it: nay, adod, I will, Chargee, ſo 


Miran. Well, Gardee, how did. 1 perform the dumb e il 


muzzle, and. tuzzle, . and hug thee ; ; IT will, i faith, 1 


will. [Hugging and kiſſing ber. 

Miran. Nay, Garde, don't be fo laviſn; Who would | 
ride poſt, when the journey laſts for life? i 
: Sir Fran. Ah wag, ah wag, TU buſs thee again, for 
that. 5 | 
Miran. Faugh! how he Rinks of tobacco! what 2. 
delicate bedfellow I ſhould havel [dude 

Str Fran, Oh, I am tranſported! When, when, my 
dear, wilt thou convince the world of the happy day * 
When ſhall we marry, ha? 
Miran. There's nothing wanting but your conſent, sir 

Francis. 

Sir Fran. My conſent! What does my charmer mean? 
Miran. Nay, 'tis only a whim: but III have every thing,” 
B 6 | | according + 
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according to form—Therefore, when you ſign an au- 
thentic paper, drawn up by an able lawyer, that I have 
Jour leave to marry, the next day makes me n | Ii 
Garde. | N 
. Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! a whim indeed! why 4 is it not E | 
is demonſtration I give my leave when I marry thee ? | 
1 Miran. Not for your reputation, Gardee; the malicious 
world will be apt to ſay you trick'd me into marriage, 
and fo take the merit from my choice. Now I will have 
the act my own, to let the idle fops ſee how much 1 prefer 
a man loaded with years and wiſdom, _ 5 
| Sir Fran. Humph! Pr'ythee leave out years, Chargee, - 
1 I'm not ſo old, as thou ſhalt find: adod, I am young 3 there's | 
a Caper for ye. Lnge. 4 
1 Miran. Gh, never excuſe it; whe like you the better ' 
for being old—But I mall ſuſpect you don't love me, if 
= | You refuſe me this formality. . 
Sir Fran. Not love thee, Chargee! Adod, 1 do love 155 
'' _ thee better than, than, than, better than——what ſhall 1 : 
ſay? Egad, better than money; i' faith I do— e 
Miran. That's . Fm ſure 145 de. 1 To prove it, do 
this, then. ö 
Sir Fran. Well, I will do it, Chargee, provided I bring . 
| a licence at the ſame time? Fo e 
Miran. Ay, and a parſon too, if you pleaſe: ou ha „„ 
ha! I cannot help laughing to think how all the young | 
cox combs about town will be mortified when they hear of OS 
our marriage. 


er Fran. 80 they will, ſo they vill; ha, ha, hai 


Miran. Well, I fancy I ſhall be 0 happy with my 
Gardee— . 
Sir Fran. If wearing pearls and jewels, or eating gold, ; 
as the old ſaying is, can make thee happy, thou ſhalt be 
ſo my ſweeteſt, my lovely, my charming, en, 1 
know not what to call the. 
Miran. You muſt know, Gardee, that I am ſo eager 
to have this buſineſs concluded, that I have employed 
my woman's brother, who is a lawyer in the Temple, to 
ſettle matters juſt to your liking ; you are to give your 
conſent to my marriage, which is to yourſelf, you know: 
but mum, you mult take no notice of that. 80 then T will, 


that 


0 
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that is, with your leave, put my writings into his hands; 


then to-morrow, we come ſlap upon them with a wed- 


ding that nobody thought on; by which you ſeize me 


and my eſtate, and, I ſuppoſe, make a n of your own 
act and deed. 


Sir Fran. Nay, but, Chargee, 11 


Miran. Nay, Gardee, no ifs — Have J refus'd hi 


northern lords, two Britiſh Peers, and half a ſcore knights, 
to have you put in your ifs ?— 


| Sir Fran. So thou haſt, indeed, and I will cruſt to thy f 


management. Od, I'm all of a fire. 
Miran. 'Tis ; a wonder the dry ſtubble does not blaze. 


Enter Marplot. . 


the hundred pound gone already ? 
Marpl. No, Sir, I don't want money now. 


Sir Fran. No; that's a miracle! ! but there's one thing 


you want, 'm ſure, 
Marpl. Ay, what's that, Guardian | 5 
Sir Fran. Manners: what, had I no ſervants without? 


Marpl. None that could do wy bukgels, Guardian, 5 
which is at preſent with this lady. 


Miran. With me, Mr. 3 what 18 it, 1 beſeech : 


you | ? 


Sir Fran. Ay, Sir, what 1s it? Any ming that relates - 
to her may be deliver'd to me. 


Marpl. I deny that. 
Miran. That's more than I do, Sir. 


Marpl. Indeed, Madam! Why then to cm Fame 
ſays, that you and my moſt conſcionable Guardian here 


deſign'd, contriv'd, plotted, and agreed, to Chouſe a 


very civil, honeſt, honourable een out of a hundred 


pounds. 
Miran. That 1 1 et 
| Marpl. Ay, you—You ſaid never a | word againſt i it, fo 


far you are guilty. 


Sir Fran. Pray tell that civil, honeſt, hacooreble gen- 


tleman, that if he has any more ſuch ſums to fool away, 


they ſhall be received like the laſt ; ha, ha, ha! chous'd, 


: matte! But * ye, bet him know, at the ſame time, 
8 that 


14 . 


Sir Fran. How now, who ſent for you, Sir ? What's : 
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that if he dare to report I trick'd him of i it, I mall recom- 
mend a lawyer to him ſhall ſhew him a trick for twice as 
much: dye hear? tell him that. 
Marpl. So, and this is the way you uſe a gentleman, and; 
my friend? 


Miran. Is the wretch thy friend? 


Marpl. The wretch ! Look ye, Madam, don't call 
names; egad, I won't take-it | 


Miran. Why, you won't beat me, will you ? 1 ba! . 
Marpl. I don't know whether I will or no. 


Sir Fran. Sir, I ſhall make a ſervant ſhew you out at 


the window, if you are ſaucy. 


Marpl. I am your. moſt humble ſervant, Seis I: 
deſign to go qut the ſame way I came in. I would only. _ 
aſs this lady, if ſhe does not think in her ſoul Sir Senke 
E Airy 1 is not a fine gentleman? _ 


iran. He dreſſes well. 


Sir Fran. Which is | chiefly owing to his taylor and walet n 
de chambre. : 
Miran. And if you allow that a proof of his being a fine: 
| gentleman, he is ſo. 5 

Marpl. The judicious part of the world allow bim wit, 
courage, gallantry, and management; tho? I think he- 

forfeited that character, when he flung. away a hundred . 
£2 Pounds upon your dumb ladyſhip. 


Sir Fran: Does that gaul him? ha, ha, ha! | 


Miran. So Sir George, remaining in deep diſcontent, 
5 | We ſent you, his truſty Aire to utter his complaint: | 
Ha, ha, ha! | 
Marpl. Yes, Madam; and you, like a cruel, hard- 
hearted Jew, value it no more — than I wou'd your, _ 
ES ſhip, were I Sir George, you, you, you !— 
Miran. Oh, don't call names: I know you. love to be 
_ employ'd, and Pl ng you, and you ſhall my him a. 
meſſage from me. 


Marpl. According as I like it: what is Ty 
Miran. Nay, a kind one, you may be ſure—Birſt tell 


55 him, I have choſe this 12 to have and to hold, and 


CO forth. Clapping ber hard into Sir Francis's. 
* Fran. Ob, the dear , how 1 "mes on her! 

| | [ Afr, des. 

Miran. 


o 


. 2 2 
3 * 
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Miran. And adviſe his impertinence to trouble me no 


more; for I prefer Sir Francis for a huſband before all the 


fops 1 in the univerſe. 


Marpl. Oh Lord, oh Lord ! ſhe's bewitch's, that's. 


certain—Here's a huſband for eighteen—Here's a ſhape 


8;  — Here's bones rattling in a leathern bag (7; urning Sir 


Francis about.] Here's buckram and canvas to ſerub you 
to repentance, 


Sir Fran, Sirrah, my cane ſhall teach you repentance 
preſently. 


Marpl. No, faith, T have felt i its twin brother from juſt 


- ſuch a wither'd hand too lately. 


Miran. One thing more : adviſe him to keep from the 
| garden-gate on the left hand; for if he dare to ſaunter 


there about the hour of eight, as he uſed to do, he ſhall be 
ſaluted wi © a piſtol or a blunderbufs. 


Sir Fran. Oh, monſtrous! why, Chargee, did he uſe to 
come to the garden- gate! 


Miran. The gard' ner deſcrib d juſt ſuch another man 
| that always watch'd his coming out, and fain wou'd 


have brib'd him for his entrance — Tell him he ſhall find 8 


A warm reception 1f he comes this night. 


Marpl. Piſtols and blunderbuſſes! Egad, a warm recep- 


tion indeed: I ſhall take care to inform him of your kind- 
neſs, and adviſe him to keep farther off. 


Miran. I hope he will underſtand my meaning better, 
than to follow your advice. I Ale. 


Sir Fran. Thou haſt ſign'd, ſeal'd, and ba: en poſſeſſion 
of my heart for ever, Chargee, ha, ha, ha! and for you, 
Mr. Sauc „let me have no more of your meſſages, if 
ever you deſign to inherit your eſtate, gentleman, 


Marpl. Why there *tis now. Sure I ſhall be out of 
your clutches one day — Well, Guardian, I ſay no more; 


bur if you be not as arrant a cuckold as e'er drove bar 


gain upon the Exchange, or paid attendance to a court, 
1 am the ſon of a whetitone ; and ſo your humble ſer- 


| vant. | Exit. 


Miran. Don- t forget the meſſage ; ha, ha, ha! 
Sir Fran. I am ſo provok'd—'tis well he's gone. 


Miran. Oh mind him not, Gardee; but let' 5 bgn are 


Ules, and then — 


3 25 d Sir 
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Sir Fran. And then — Adod, I believe I am meta- 


morphos'd ; my pulſe beats high and my blood boils, me- 


thinks [Kiffing and hugging her. 


Miran. Oh fie, Ge be not ſo violent; conſider the 
market laſts all the year Well; I'll in ang ſee if the law- 
yer be come; you'll follow ? _ "Ts 


Sir Fran. Ay, to the world's end, my dear, Well, 


Frank, thou art a lucky fellow in thy old age, to have 


ſuch a delicate morſel, and thirty thouſand pounds in 


love with thee; I ſhall be the envy of batchelors, the 


glory of married men, and the wonder of the town. 
Some guardians would be glad to compound for part of 
the eſtate, at diſpatching an heireſs ; but I engroſs the 


| Whole: O! mibi freterites referet fi Jupiter annos. (Exit. 


BER N E changes fo a tavern ; 3 diſcovers Sir George 


and C varies evith Wine n them, and Whiſper 
waiting. 


Sir Geo. Nay, pr has don't be grave, Charles: mif- 


Fortuties will happen, ha, ha, ha! tis ſome comfort to 
have a companion in our ſufferings. 


Cha. I am only apprehenſive for Ilabinda: her father's 


humour is implacable; and how far his jealouſy may 
tranſport him to her undoing, ſhocks my ſoul to think. 


Sir Geo. But ſince you eſcap'd undiſcover'd by him, his 


: rage will quickly laſh into a calm, never fear it. 


Che,” Boe who knows what that "unlucky dot Marplos - 
told him? nor can I imagine what brought him hither: 


: that fellow is ever doing miſchief ; and yet, to give him 
his due, he never defigns it. This is ſome blundering 


adventure, wherein he thought to ſhew his friendſhip, a 


he calls it; a curſe on him 


Sir Geo. Then you muſt forgive kim's : what ſaid he? 
Cha. Said ? nay, I had more mind to cut his throat, 5 
than to hear his excuſes. | 
Sir Geo, Where is he? N 
. Sir, L ſaw him go into Sir Francis ; Gripes juſt 


"Oka. Oh, then he's upon your Pelett Sir George; "I 


a thouſand to one but de makes ſome miſtake there 5 


S. 
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ir Geo. Impoſlible, without he huffs the lady, and 


makes love to Sir Francis. 
Enter Drawer. 


Draw. Mr. Marplot is below, gentlemen, and deſires te 


know if he may have leave to wait upon ye. 


Cha. How civil the rogue is when. he has done a 


fault! 


Sir Geo. Ho! debire him to walk up. Pr ile, Cbarles, 


throw off this chagrin, and be good company. 
Cha. Nay, + hang him, I'm not angry with him: : 
| Whiſper, fetch me pen, ink, and paper. 


* ea. Whiſp, 


Fate Marplot. 
Cha. Do but AT his ſheepiſh look, Sir Gs: 
Marpl. Dear Charles, don't overwhelm a man — al- 
ready under unſupportable affliction. Pm ſure I always 


üntend to ſerve my friends; but if my malicious Rars ney 55 


the happineſs, is the fault mine ? 


Sir Geo. Never mind him, Mr. Marplot; he is s eat up | 


5 with ſpleen. But tell me, what ſays Miranda? 
Marpl. Says, —nay, we are all undone there, too. 


| takes. 


1 for better for worſe? 


Ca. So: There's ancther of kartune 8 F 1 fs. 
poſe I ſhall be edg'd out of my eſtate with twins wer. 


Vent let who will get 'em. 
Hir Geo. What, is the woman really poſſeſs'd ? 


Marpl. Yes, with the ſpirit of contradicion:: the rail'd 


at you moſt prodigiouſſy. 
Sir Geo. That's no ill ſign. 
Enter Whiſper, . pen, ink, and paper. 


all. 
Sir Geo. Why, pr?; 'vthee ? 
Marpl. Hark'e, Sir George, let me warn you, purſue 
your old haunt no more, it may be dangerous. 


[Charles fats down 70 aurite. 8 


Sir Geo. My old bent! what do you mean? _ 
Marpt. Why in mort, then, lince you will have it, 


Miranda 


_ Cha. I told you ſo; nothing proſpers that he mers 
Marel. Why, can I help her having choſe your father 


 Margl. You'd ſay it was no good fign, if you knew | 


o 
| 
þ 
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Miranda vows, if you dare approach the garden-gate at 
eight o'clock, as you us'd, you ſhall be ſaluted with 4 
blunderbuſs, Sir. Theſe were her very worus 3 nay ſhe 
bid me tell you ſo too. ; 


Sir Geo. Ha! the garden-gate at eight, as I us'd to do! 
there muſt be a n in this. Is there ſuch a gate, 


Charles ? 


Cha. Yes, yes ; ; it opens into the Park: we ſuppoſe her 


lady ip has made many a ſcamper thro” it. 


Sir Geo, It muſt be an aſftignation, then. Ha, my | 
heart ſprings for joy; 'tis a propitious omen. My dear 


Marplot, let me embrace thee, thou art my friend, wy. | 
better angel— | 


| Marpl. What do you mean, Sir Georgs! 
Sir Geo. No matter what I mean. Here, take a bumper | 


to the garden-gate, you dear rogue, you. 


Marel. Vou have reaſon to be tranſported, Sir George; 


I have ſav'd your life. 


Sir Geo. My life! thou haſt ſav'd my ſoul, man. 


. r if thou doſt not pledge this health, me thou 
̃ newer taſte the joys of love. | 


Cha. Whiſper, be ſure you take care how you deliver 


this; [ Gives him the letter.] 2 me e the anſwer © bad | 
lodgings. -4 


© Whiſþ. [ warrant you, Sir. 
Marpl. Whither does that letter go? — — Nov I dare not 


aſk, for my blood, 


Cha. Now I'm for you, 
Sir Geo, To the garden-gate at che hour of eight, 


Charles; along, Huzza ! 


Cha. I begin to conceive you. | 
Marpl. That's more than I do, 1 the garden- 


gate, huzza, [Drinks. ] But I hope you deſign to keep far 


enough off on't, Sir George. 
Sir Geo. Ay, ay, never fear that ; ſhe ſhall ſee I deſ- 


pile her frowns ; let her uſe her blunderbuſs againſt the 
next fool, ſha ſhan' t reach me with the ſmoak, 1 warrant 


her; ha, ha, ha! 
Marpl. Ah, Charles, T, you - aca receive a diſappoint- 
ment thus en cavalier, one ſhould have ſome e in 
being beat for you · | | Che 
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Ca. The fool comprehends nothing. 


Sir Geo. Nor would 1 have him: pr 'ythee take him 


along with thee. 


Cha. Enough—Marp lot, you ſhall go home with me. 
Marpl. I'm glad Pm well with him, however. 


drop, and away to Guardian's, and find it out. 


Sir Geo. I kiſs both your hands. —And now for the 


| garden- gate. 


In, beauty gives the aſignation there, 


Aa love too power ful grows t admit of” fee. Exit. 


The End of the Train Aer. | 


SIT. 
George, yours,——Egad, Char les aſking me to go home with 
him, gives me a ſhrewd ſuſpicion there's more in the gar- 
den-gate than I comprehend. Faith, I'll give him the 


_ * — 


— 


ACT IV. SCENE te ola of Sir Jealous 


Traffick's 1 — 5 Patch peeping out of the door. 
Enter Whiſ) per. 


Whip. A, Mrs. Patch, this is a locky minute, to 
find you ſo readily ; my maſter dies with im- 


patience.” 


Patch, My lady imagin'd ſo; and, by her orders, I 


have been ſcouting this hour in ſearching you, to inform 


you that Sir Jealous has invited ſome friends to ſupper with 


him to-night, which gives an oppermmenty to your maſter 
to make uſe of his ladder of ropes; the cloſet-window 


dall be open, and Iſabinda ready to receive him: bid him 


come immediately. 
Whiſp. Excellent! he'll not diſappoint, 1 warrant him, 


— But hold, I have a letter here, which I'm to carry an 


| anſwer to. I can't think what language the direCtion 1s. 


Patch. Pho, 'tis no language, but a character which 


the lovers invented to avert diſcovery—Ha, I hear my 


old maſter coming down ſtairs; it is impoſlible you 
ſhould have an anſwer ; aways and bid him come bim 


ſelf 
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ſelf for that: be gone, we are ruin'd if you're ſeen, ſor he 


has doubled his care ſince the laſt accident. 
Whiſp. I go, I go. | | [ Exit. 
Patch. There, go thou 1 into 1 my pocket. [ Puts it beſide, 


21d it falls down.] Now, l'Il up the back- ſtairs, leſt I meet 


him.— Well, a dextrous chamber-maid 15 the ladies beſt 


utenſil, I ſay. EE [ Exit. 


Enter Sir Jealous, with a letter in his band. 
Sir Jea. So, this is ſome comfort: this tells me that 
Signior Don Diego Babinetto is ſafely arriv'd ; he ſhall 


marry my daughter the minute he comes, — Ha, ha! * 
what's here? [Takes up the letter Patch drop d.] A letter! 


I don't know what to make of the ſuperſcription. Tl 
ſee what's within ſide z — [opens it] — humph — 'tis He- 


brew, I think, What can this mean! — There muſt be 
ſome trick in it; — this was certainly deſign'd for my 
daughter; but I don't know that ſhe can ſpeak any 


language but her mother-tongue, — No matter for that; 
this may be one of love's hieroglyphicks ; and I fancy I 
ſaw Patch's tail ſweep by: that wench may be a ſlut; and, 


Inſtead of guarding my honour, betray it; PU find it out, 
Im refolv'd.- 


Who's there? 


Enter 3 5 


, What anſwer did you grin. from the gentlemen J bent 5 


"ou to invite ? 
© Serv, That they'd all wait of you, Sir, as I told you | 


before; but I ſuppoſe you forgot, Sir. 


8 Sir Fea. Did I fo, Sir? But I ſhan't forget to break 


: # your head, if any of them come, Sir, 


Serv. Come, Sir! why did not you ſend me to defire 5 


* their company, Sir ? 


© Sir Fea. But 1 ſend you now to defire their ab- 
ſence. Say I have ſomething extraordinary fallen 
out, which calls me abroad contrary to expectation, 


and aſk their pardon ; and, dye hear, ſend the butler o 
me. 


6 Serv. Ves, A e [Bei 
© Enter Butler. . 

* Sir Jea. If this paper has a meaning, Pl find it— 
Lay the cloth in my daughter's chamber, and bid the 
Cook ſend 2 88 thither preſently. | 5 
«© Buth Yes, | 


. 
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Bull. Yes, Fir. —Hey-day, what” s the matter now? ? 
| [ Exit. 
Sir Fea, He wants the eyes of Argus, that has ayoung 
handſome daughter in this town; but my comfort is, I 
ſhall not be troubled long with her. He that pretends 


in a ſtorm, and would be in leſs danger; 
For let him do or counſel all he can, 


LM Sbe thinks and dreams of nothing elſe but man. [Exit. , 


S c E NE Ifabinda's Chamber. 
Ifabinda and Patch. 


per? 


Patch. Yes, yery ſure, Madam : but J heard Sir Jealous 


| coming down Rok, ſo clapt his letter into my pocket. 


[Feels for the letter. 
Jab. A letter! Give it me quickly. 
Patch. Bleſs me! what' s become on Im ſure I put 


; I'm undone for ever, if it be loſt, 


Patch. I muſt have dropt it upon the ſtairs. But why 
are you ſo much alarm'd? If the worſt happens, nobody 
can read it, Madam, nor find out whom it was s defign'd 


S 


for! it upon the flairs this moment. 


Patch. Nay, I'm ſure it can be no where ele 4; ſhe it 
N going out of the door, meets the butler. 3 How now, what do 


you want? 


Bull. My maſter ordered me to lay the cloth here for his DE 
EN ſupp br; 


Tint, Ruin'd, paſt redemption — Lcd. 
Patch. You Sake. ſure; what ſhall we do? 


Jab. I thought he expected company to-night—Oh ! : 


Poor Charles! Oh unfortunate Iſabinda ! 


| Butl. I thought ſo too, Madam, but 1 ſuppoſe he has 
- alter'd his mind. | | 


Ey. the cloth, and Exit. 
1 | | 


to rule a girl once in her teens, had better be at ſea 


Zb. Are you ſure nobody ſaw you ſpeak t to Whiſ- 


[Searching ill. 
. Jqab. Is it | poſſible thou could'ſt be ſo careleſs —Oh! 


Lab. If it falls into my father* $ hands, the very figure 
of a letter will produce ill conſequences. Run and look 8 
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Jab. The letter is the cauſe; this heedleſs action has 
undone me: fly and faſten the cloſet-window, which will 


pre Charles notice to retire. Ha, my father! Oh Len- 
uſion! 


Ester Sir Jealous. | 
Sir eas Hold, hold, Patch, whither are you goin gt £ 
Pil have nobody ſtir out of the room till after ſupper. 


V reach your voy chair—Oh, 
wretched accident! 


Sir Jea. V1 have nobody ig out of the room. : don' c 
want my eaſy chair. 


Jab. What will bs-the event of this ! 1 Ahd.. ; : 


Sir Jea. Hark ye, daughter; do you know this 
. | 


Lab. As 1 ſaſpefted—hand do you call; it, Sir? "Tis 
ſome ſchool-boy's ſcraul, 


Patch. Oh invention! thou chamber-maid's beſt friend, 
aſſiſt me. 


Sir Jea. Are you ſure you don? t cnderffand' it? 


I Patch feels in her boſom, and Fakes her coats, - 


Tab. Do you underſtand i it, Sir? 

Sir Fea. 1 wiſh I did. 

Jab. Thank Heaven you do not! Aldi. ] Then I know 0 
no more of it than you do, indeed, Sir. 

Patch. O Lord! O Lord! what have you done, Sie? 
Why the paper 1 is mine, 1 dropt 1 it out of my hoſom, _ 
f Latein it free him. 
Sir Jea. Ha! your s, miſtreſs ? 
Jab. What does ſhe mean by ovaing it? 14 te” 
Patch. Yes, Sir, it 1 | 

Sir Jea. What is it? ſpeak! 

Patch. Yes, Sir, it is a charm for the 81 | 
have worn it theſe ſeven years; *twas given me by an 
angel for aught I know, when I was raving with the 
pain; for nobody knew from whence he came, nor whi- | 


ther he went: He charg'd me never to open it, leſt ſome _ | 
dire vengeance befal me, and Heaven knows what will 


be the event. Oh! cruel misfortune, that I ſhould - 
drop it, and you ſhould open it—If you had not opeu d he 


1— 


8 425 Excellent wench rn [Alu. 
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Sir Jea. Pox of your charms and whims for me if that 
be all, 'tis well enough; there, there, burn it, ang 1 war- 
rant you no vengeance will follow. | 

Patch. So, all's right again thus far. 1222 


Jab. I would not loſe Patch for the world— I'll take 


courage a little [4/ide.) Is this uſage for your daughter, 
Sir? Muſt my virtue and conduct be ſuſpected for every 
"trifle? You immure me like ſome dire offender here, and 
deny me all the recreations which my ſex enjoy, and the 


_ cuſtom of the country © and modeſty? allow; yet not con- 


tent with that, you make my confinement more intolerable 


by your miſtruſts and jealouſies; ; wou'd I were dead, fol 


were free from this! | 
Sir Jea. To-morrow rids you of this tireſome load; Don 


| Diogo Babinetto will be here, and then my care ends, and 
his begins. 


Lab. Is he come, then ?—Oh how mall I avoid this 
| hated marriage? WY] [4/7 de, 
| Enter ſer wants with 1 

Sir Jea. Come, will you fit down? 

Jab. I can't eat, Sir, 


Patch. No, I dare ſwear he has given her ſupper enough, 


1 wiſh I could get into the cloſet. [ 4/ide, 


Sir Fea. Well, if you can't eat, then give me a ug 


5 whilſt 00, 


Lab. I have fach a cold, I can ſcarce ſpeak, Sir, 


. leſs ſing. How mall 1 prevent Charles comin 
in? ; . 


Sir Tea. 1 hope you hive the uſe of your fingers, Ma- 


: Fug: Play a tune upon your ſpinnet, whilſt your woman 

ſings me a ſong. 

"Patch, Pm as much out of tune as my lady, if he knew 

all. I[Alae. 
Lab. I mall make excellent . [Sits down to play. 


Patch. Really, Sir, I am ſo frighted about your opening | 


this charm, that I can't remember one ſong. 


Sir Jea. Piſh, Nin your charm; come, come, ſing any 


thing. 
Patch. Yes, I'm likely to ſing nts [46 de.] Humph, 


8 humph bleſs mos I cannot raiſe my woiccz my heart pants 


Swe 
Py Bs 
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| Sir Fea. Why, what does your Bt pant ſo that you 
can't play neither? Pray what key are you in, ha? 
Patch. Ah, wou'd the key was turn'd on you once. 


At. 
Sir 714. Why don t you ſing, I ſay? 
Patch. When Madam has put her Pinner 3 in tune, Sir; 
homph; humph 
Lab. 1 ele play, Sir, whatever ails me. [ Rifag. 
Sir Jea. Zounds, fit down, and play me a tune, or PI. 
wok the ſpinnet about your ears. 
Jſab. What will become of me ! [Sits fon and plays. 
Sir Fea, Come, miſtreſs, 7 Patch. 
Patch. Ves, Sir. [- ing, but borridh ly out of tune, 
Sir Fea, Hey, hey, why you are a-top of the houſe, 


and you are down in the cellar, What is the meaning of fo 


this ? Is it on purpoſe to croſs me, ha ? 

Patch. Pray, Madam, take it a little lower, I cannot ; 
reach that note——Nor any note, I fear, oj 
Lab. Well begin — Oh! Patch, we ſhall be Litto | 
ver d. 5 
Patch. J fink with the apprehenſion, Madam—Humph, 
humph—ſSings.] [Charles opens the 8 door. 

_ Cha. Muſic and 1 i 
J thus the bright cæleſtial court above 
Beͤeguiles the hours with muſic and with love.” 8D 
| Dok? her father there [The women ſpriek.] then I mot . 
| ¶ Exit into the cloſet. } | Sir Jealous riſes up. 9 
= Charles /lip back into the cloſet. _ 
Sir Jea. Hell and furies, a man in the cloſer 1. 

Patch. Ah! a ghoſt, a ghoſt! he muſt not enter the 
cloſet  (Iſabinda throws berfelf down before the cloſet 
door, as in a ſwoon. 5 
7 Jes: The devil ! PI make a ghoſt of him, I warrant 
you, oy [ Strives to get by. 

Patch. Oh, hold, Sir, have a care, you'll tread upon my 
lady—Who waits there? Bring ſome water: Oh! this 
comes of your opening the charm : Oh, oh, oh, hl! 
[Weeps aloud: 

dir Tea. Pl charm you, houſewife ; here lies the 
charm that conjur'd this fellow in, I'm ſure on't; come 
out, you raſcal, do ſo: Zounds, . take her from the door, 

or 


. 


flow. 


| : 3 5 
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or rl fporn her from we" and break your neck down a 
ſtairs. 


Lab. | © Oh, oh! where am 1 ”—He' 8 gone, I hand bim 


| leap down. 40 [ 4/ede to Patch. 


Patch. Nay, then let bs FLARE here, bere, Madam, 


© ſmell to this; come give me your hand; come nearer to | 


the window, the air will do you good. „ 5 
Sir Fea, I would ſhe were in her grave. Where are e you, 


frrab ? Villain, robber of my honour Pl pull you out 
of your neſt. [ Goes into the cloſet. 


Patch. You'll be miſtaken, old gentleman, the bird is 


Jab. I'm glad i: have ſcap'd ſo well. I was almoſt | 


- dead in earneſt with the fright. 


Re-enter Sir Jealous out of the cloſet. 
Sir Fea. Whoever the dog were, he has eſcap'd out of 


the window, for the ſaſh is up. But tho” he is got out of 
my reach, you are not: And firſt, Mrs, Pander, with your 
* charms * the tooth- ach, get out of my houſe, go, troop; 


yet hold, ſtay, V1 ſee you out of my doors * but Pl : 
8 ſecure your charge ere Igo, 


1/ab. What do you mean, Sir? Was the not a creature 


i of your own providing? 


Sir Fea. She was of the devil's providing, for augbt 1 


f Know. 


Patch. What have I done, Sir, to merit your diſplea- | 


Sir Fea. 1 don” t know which of you have done it; but 


a you ſhall both ſuffer for it, till I can diſcover whoſe guilt 
it is: Go, get in there: I'll move you from th s fide of 
the houſe. [ Puſhes Iſabinda in at the door, and locks it; put 


the hey in his pocket. | P11 keep the key myſelf ; I'll try what | 


ghoſt will get into that room, Ang now, forſooth, I'll wait 
on you down ſtairs. 


Patch. Ah, my poor lady— om ſtairs, Sir! But 1 


won't go out, Sir, till I have look'd up my clothes. 


Sir Fea. If thou wert as naked as thou wert born, thou 


5 ſhou'dſt not ſtay to put on a ſmock. Come along, I ſay; 
when your miſtreſs is marry'd, you ſhall have your rags, 
* and every thing as Teongs to you ; but till then 


{Exit, pulling her out · 


Vor. I, Patch: 
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Patch, Oh: barharous uſage, for nothing! 


Re-enter at the loauer end. 5 
Sir Jia. There, go, and come no more within Sght of b 


wy habitation, theſe three days, I charge you. 


[Slaps the door after hers 
Patch. Did ever any body ſee ſuch an old monſter ? 


Enter Charles, | 
Patch. Oh! Mr. Charles, your affairs 5 mine are in 


an ill poſture, 


Cha. I am inur'd to the frowns of Fortune : Bot what 


7 has befallen thee ? 


Patch. Sir Jealous, whoſe fulpictons nature's devs 


on the watch; nay, even while one eye Meeps, * 
keeps centinel; upon ſight of you, flew into ſu | 
lent paſſion, that could find no ſtratagem to appeaſe 
Him; but, in ſpite of all arguments, lock'd his 


daughter into his own 2 and turn'd me out of | 


A vio- 


Cha. Ha ! O Iſabinda! | 
Patch. And ſwears ſhe ſhall either. ſee 4 nor moon. . 


till ſhe is Don Diego Babinetto's wife, who arrived laſt ; 
5 night, and 1s expected with 1 impatience, _ 


Cha. He dies; yes, by all the wrongs of love he hall; 


here will ! plant myſelf, and through my breaſt he ſhall 


make his paſſage, if he enters. 
Patch. A moſt heroic reſolution | There might be ways 


found out more to your advantage. Policy 3 is often pre- 


ferred to open force. 
Cha. 1 apprehend you not. 
Patch. What think you of e this ld. 


impoſing upon the father, and marrying your miſtreſs by 


his own conſent? 
Cha. Say'ſt thou ſo, my angel! Oh, cou'd chat is "MAY 


my life to come wou'd be too ſhort to recompenſe thee ! 


Bur how can I do that, when I neither know what ſhip he 


came in, nor from what part of Spain; z who recommends 
him, or how attended? 


Patch. I can ſolve all this. He is fra Madrid, * 
father's name Don Pedro Queſto Portento Babinetto. 


Here s a letter of his to Sir feet which he dropt one 5 


"7 
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day! vou underſtand Spaniſh, and the hand may be coun- : F 
| terfeited. You conceive me, Sir? 


Cha. My better Genius, thou haſt reviv'd my. drebpäug = 
ſoul : P11 about it inſtantly. Come to my lodgin s, and C 
: we'll concert matters. | Kea. 
S 8 E N E a | Garder Gare open, Scentwell Soi; | 
5 within. | | 

Enter Sir George Airy. e 1 | 


If there ſhould be a blunderbuſs here now, what a dreadful. | 
die, would my fall make for fools! and what a jeſt for the ; 


; Well, I'll venture all. ! 


| dear. 


her; give me your hand: you muſt go thra' many a dark | 
pattngs and dirty ſtep before you arrive + | 
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5 
3100 ; * 


Sir Ges. 80 this ; is the gate, and moſt nvitiogly open: 


wits! how my name would be roar'd about the ſtrects! 


Srentes; Hiſt, hiſt! Sir George Airy — than 5; 1 
Sir Geo. A female voice ! Thus far Im bels | 


Scentav. ola; I'm not your FR ; had on conduct you, to. 


therefore be quick, my charming guide. 


| 
Sir Geo. I know I muſt before I arrive at paradiſe ; | 
Scentw. For aught you Know; 5 benen come, your band, 


and away. 


Sir Geo. Here, here, child, you can't be half ſo. ſwift . 


* mY Cefires. | | 12 L 5 


8 0 E NE the Houſe 
© Rotor Miranda. 


A Well, let me reaſon a little with my mad ſelf, ET 
Now don't I tranſgreſs all rules, to venture upon a man 
without the advice of the grave and wiſe? But then a 
rigid knaviſh Guardian, who would have marry'd me!- 


To whom ? Even to his nauſeous ſelf, or nobody. Sir 
_ George is what I have try'd in converſation, inquir'd 
into his character, and am ſatisfied in both. Then his: 
love! Who would have given a hundred pounds only to 
have ſeen a woman he had not infinitely lovd! Sol 


C2 _ find 


- 
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find my n bim has furniſh'd me with arguments 
enough of his ſide; and now the only doubt remains, 


an he will come or no- 
Enter Scentwell. 


Senta. That's reſolv'd, Maden for here” s knight. 
[Exit Scentw. 
Sir Geo. And do I once more behold that lovely ob- 
Jef, whoſe idea fills my mind, and forms my N 


dreams ! 

Miran. What, beginning again in heroics ! —— Sir 
George, don't you remember how little fruit your laſt 
R oration e ? not one bare lingle word in 

wer 


alone had vanquifh'd ? 


Miran. Pr yrhee,” no more of theſe lights; 8 for our 
mme bat ſhort, and we mult fall to bufneſs: Do you 
think we can agree on that ſame terrible bogbear, Matri- 


monv, without heartily repeating on both ſides? 


Sir Geo. It has been wy with lince firſt my longing eyes ; 


beheld you. 


Miran. And your bappy-e ears drank i in the pleaſing 


© news, I had thirty thouſand pounds. 


ir Geo. Unkind! Did not I offer you in thoſe pur- 

© chasd minutes to run the riſk of your fortune, ſo you 
would but ſecure that lovely perſon to my arms? 

* Miran. Well, if you have ſuch love and tenderneſs, 
£ (ſince our wooing has been ſhort) pray reſerve it for our 
'. © future days, to let the world ſee we are lovers after wed- 5 

© Jock : 'twill be a novelty— ? 5 
Sir Geo. Haſte, then, and let us tie le knot, and prove. 
the envy'd pair | : 
Miran. Hold! not fo faſt! I have ones better than 
to venture on dangerous experiments headlong—My Guar- 
dian, truſting to my diſſembled love, has given up my 


fortune to my own diſpoſal ; but with this proviſo, that 


he to-morrow morning weds me. Hs is now 0 to Doc-, © 
tors Commons for a licence, X 


Sir Geo. Ha! a licence! 


Sir Geo. Ha! the voice of my Incognita L — did 
you take ten thouſand ways to . a heart your deaf 


Miran. 


9 * 
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take him down to Epſom, under pretence that a brother 
uſurer of his is to make him his executor: che thing « on 


; dying, and he ſends me word he goes this minute; = 
| muſt be to-morrow ere he can be undeceiv'd. "mak time 
is ours. | 


ak years, endleſs, endleſs happineſs ! 


then I, and my e the moſt material point, are ſoon 5 
remov'd. 


power, vou wou'd be a friend to poor Charles: 
ſon of this tenacious man, he is as free from all his vices 
as nature and a good education can make him; and, what 

now I have vanity enough to hope will induce ee he 38 

the man on earth I love. ED ES 


| help'd my defigns on his father. If his uncle's eftate ought 
to be in his poſſeſſion, which I ewa WE [ N go 
him a ſingular piece of ſervice. 


are juſt coming into the houſe. 


ceremony. 
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' Miran. But I have planted emiſſaries that will infallibly 
earth he covets. 


Sir Geo. Tis his 1000 character. 105 
Miran. Now my inſtruments confirm him this man is 


Sir Geo. Let us improve it, then, and ſettle on our com- 
Miran. I dare not ſtir till J hear he's on the . 


Sir Geo, I have one favour to alk : : if i it lies in your 
tho? the 


Miran, I never was his enemy, and only put it on as it 


Sir Geo. You are all goodneſs, 
Enter Scentwell, | 
neren Oh, Madam! my maſter and Mr. Marple 


Miran. Undone, undone! if he finds you here i in this | 


| criſis, all my plots are unravell'd. 


Sir Geo, What ſhall 1 do? can't I get back into the. | 


garden ? 


Scentw. Ok, no! he comes up thoſe ſtairs. 
Miran. Here, here, here! can you condeſcend to land 


behind this chimney- board, Sir George? | 


Sir Geo, Any where, any where, dear Madam, without | 


Scent aw. Come, come, Sir; lie eie 5 
8 (799 put him behind the chimig-beard. 


cz ”— Ei 
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Enter Sir Francis ond Marplot Sir Francis peeling an 


Orange. 


55 Fran. 1 could not go, though tis upon life and 
death, without taking leave of dear Chargee. Befides, © 


this fellow buzz'd into my ears that thou might'ſt be 
0 deiperate as to ſhoot that wild rake which haunts the 


garde n- gate; and that would bring us into , 


5 dear 
Miran. 80 Marplot brought you back, then; I am 
e oblig'd to bim for that, I'm ſure. 


95 bave Aang ſome miſchief now; but what, 1 can't ima- 
zine. 


to come to Epſom to my neighbour Squeezum's, who, for 


all his vaſt riches, is departing. LS 


Marl. Ay, ſee what all you uſurers muſt come to. 


Sir Fran. Peace, you young knave ! Some forty years 

5 Chargee, I'll be with thee 
. to-morrow, before thoſe pretty eyes are open; I will, 1 
will, Chargee, ll rouſe you, 1 i'faith.— Here, Mrs. Scent⸗ g 
well, lift up your lady's chitnney-board, that I 2 throw | 


hence I may think on't— 


my peel i in, and not litter her chamber. 


Miran. O my ſtars ! what will become of us now ? I. Af ge. : 
Scentw. Oh, pray, Sir, give it me: I love 1t above all 


things in nature; indeed I do, 


Sir Fran, No, no, hufly ; you have the green pip al 


ready; Vil have no apothecary* s bills. 


| [Goes towards the 3 
Miran. Hold, hold, hold, dent Gardee, I have a, a, a, 
PY a, monkey, ſhut up there : and if you open it before 
the man comes that is to tame it, *tis ſo wild, *twill break 
all my china, or get aways and that would break my 
heart; for I'm fond on't to diſtraction, next thee, dear 
Gardee. 5 [In a : flattering tone. 


Sir Fran. Well, well, Charger, I won't open it; 


ſhall have her monkey, poor rogue ; here, throw this peel 


out of the window. [Exit Scentwell. 


Marpl. 3 dear Madam, let me ſee it: I can 
5 tame 


LF, vg at Marplot afi 1 5 
Marpl. By her looks ſhe means ſhe is not oblig'd to me. 


Sir Fran, Well, Chargee, [ have had three Beſtengels 


me ne NE inal n 
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tame a monkey as well as the beſt of them all. Oh! how 


1 love the little miniatures of man! 
Miran. Be quiet, Miſchief, and ſtand farther Bou the 


| chimney—You ſhall not ſee my monkey—why ſure—, 
| [ Striving with him. 


| Marpl. For heaven” 8 ſake, dear Madam, let me but 


. peep, to ſee if it be as pretty as my lady Fiddle Faddle's. 
Flas it got a chain? 


" Miras. Not yet; but 1 deßgn it one ſhall laß its life- 


time: nay, you ſhall not ſee it—Look, Gardee, how he 
teazes me! 
Sir Fran. [Getting 2 him and the chirnney. ] Sirrah, 
Sirrab, let my Chargee's monkey alone, or Bamboo fhall 
fly about your ears. What! is there no dealing with : 
You: 
Marpl. Pugh, pox of the monkey ! here” 8a rout : I with 
he may rival 3 


Euter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, they have put two more horſes in the coach, 
| * you order'd, and tis ready at the door. 


Str Fran, Well, Fam going to be executor ; better for 


| thee, jewel, B'ye, Chargee, one buſs!—I'm glad vu oh 
daſt got a monkey to divert thee a little. - 
Miran. Thank'e, dear Gardee—Nay, Vi ſee you to 
the coach. | 


Sir Fran. That's kind, adod.. | 
Miran. Come along, impertinence. _ 0 Marplot. 


Marpl. [ Siepping back.]. Egad, I will ſee the 3 
now. [Lifts up the board, and diſcevers Sir George.] O 
Lord! O Lord! thieves! thieves! murder! 


Sir Geo. Dam'ye, you unlucky dog! 'tis I: which 


way ſhall I get out? ſhew me inftantly, or IIl cut your 
throat. | 


Marpl. Undone; undone! at that door there, But hold, 
hold, break that china, and P11 bring you off, 


He runs off at the corner, and th: ows down ſome china. 


Re-enter Sir Francis, Miranda, and Sccntwell. 
Sir Fran. Mercy on me! what's the matter? 
Miran. Oh you toad! what have you done? 


| Murpl. No Kren harm I beg of you to Nee me. 
ä Longing, 
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Longing to ſee the monkey,” I did but juſt raiſe up the 


board, and it flew over my ſhoulders, ſcratch'd all my 


face, broke yon inn and whiſk'd out of the win- 
dow, | 
Sir Fran. Was ever ſach an unlucky rogue! Sirrah, 7 | 
forbid you my houſe. Call the'ſervants to get the monkey 
again: I wou'd ſtay myſelf to look it, but that you know - 
my earneſt buſineſs. 9 
Scentab. Oh my lady will be the beſt to lure it back; all 


| them creatures love my lady extremely. 


3 Miran. Go, go, dear Gardee, 1 hope I wal recover 
it. 

Sir Fran. B'ye, b'ye, Dearee, | Ah, Miſchief, how: you. 
look now! b'ye, b'ye. [ Exit. 


Miran. Scentwell, fee him 4 in the coach, and bring me 


1 word. 


Scentav. Ves, Madam. 
Miran. So, Sir, you have done your friend a Ggnal piece 


| of ſervice, I ſuppoſe ! 


Marpl. Why, look you, Madam, if I have committed 8 


a fault, thank yourſelf; no man is more ſerviceable when 
| 1 am let into a ſecret, and none more unlucky at finding 
it out. Who cou'd divine your meaning? when you 

talk'd of a blunderbuſs, who thought of a rendezvous ? 

and when you talk'd of a monkey, who the devil dreamt Þ 

of Sir George? 


Miran. A ſign you converſe but little with our ſex, : 


"Whey: you can't reconcile contradiftions, 


Enter Scentwell. 
1 He- 8 gone, Madam, as faſt as the —_ and fix 


Enter Sir George. 
Sir Geo. Then 1 may appear. 
Marpl. Dear Sir George, make my peace! on my foul 


I did not think of you; 


Sir Geo. I dare ſwear thou did not. Madam, 1 beg 


you to forgive him. 


Miran. Well, Sir George, if he can be ſecret, = 
Marpl. Ods heart, Mademy: I'm as won as a prieſt, 


Fir Geo. 


be when I'm trusted. 


= 
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Sir Geo, Why *tis with a prieſt our buſineſs is at 
preſent. 
 Scentew, Madam, here's Mrs, Iſabinda“ s woman to | wai 


Miran. Bring her up. 
H. Patch. 


How do ye, Mrs. Patch ? What news «fem your lady ? 


Patch. That's for your private ear, Madam. Sir George, 


there's a friend of A has an urgent occaſion for yous-- 
. aſftance. 


Sir Geo, His name? 
Patch. Charles. 


Marpl. Ha! then there's ſomething a- foot that 1 know 


nothing of. I'll wait on you, Sir George. 


Sir Geo, A third perſon may not be proper, perhaps; 5 
as ſoon as I have diſpatched my own affairs, I am at his 
ſervice : Pl ſend my feen to tell him 7 wait pon 


him in half an hour. 


Miran. How came you employ ed i in this meſſage, Mrs, 
Patch ? 


| Patch, Want of bana Madam: I am diſcharged by 

my maſter, but hope to ſerve my lady ſtil]. 
Miran. How! diſcharg'd! you muſt tell me the whole 
1 55 tory within. 


Patch. With all my heart, Madam, 05 


Marpl. Piſh! Pox, I with I were fairly out of the 
houſe. I find marriage is the end of this ſecret; And 
now I am half mad to know what Charles wants him 
N Af. 


Sir Geo. Madam, I'm doubly preſs'd by love and friend- 


ſhip: : this exigence admits of no delay. Shall Wwe make 

| Marplot of the party? 
Miran. If you'll run the hazard, sir George; ; I believe 
| he means well. : 
125 Marpl. Nay, nay, for my part, 1 defire to be let into I 
nothing; 3 wy be gone, therefore pray don” t miſtruſt 
i Going. 
e "a So, r now he has a mind to be gone to Charles: 
© but not knowing what, affairs he may have upon his 
hands at Preſent,” I'm reſolv d he ſhan' t * No, Mr. i 
5 5 e ; j 


pectation is no more. 


pi 
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Marplot, you muſt not leave us, we want a third perſon, 


[Takes hold of him. 
Marpl. I never had more mind to be gone in my 
liſe. 


Miran. Coma along . : if we il in the voyage, 


thank yourſelf for taking this ill- ſtarr'd' gentleman on 


tcard. 
Sir Geo. That weſel ne er can unſucce/iful prove, 
WL hoſe Freight 16 Beauty, and whoſe pi 40 ˙4 Love. | 


The End of the FouxTu Aer. 


A 0 T v. SCENE sir Francis Gripe s. 


Enter Miranda, Patch, ad Srentwell. 


uren. W ELL, Patch, I have done a ſtrange bold | 
ching: my fate is determin'd, and ex- 


Now, to avoid the impertinence 
and roguery of an old man, I have thrown myſelf into the 


extravagance of a young one: if he ſhould deſpiſe, flight, 
or ufe me ill, there's no remedy from a huſband but the 
grave; and that's a terrible Knee to one of my age and 
conſtitution. | 

Patch. O! fear not, Madam, you'll nd your account 
| in Sir George Airy: it is impoſſible a man of ſenſe ſhould 
uſe a woman ill, endued with beauty, wit, and fortune. 
It muſt be the lady's fault, if ſhe does not wear the un- 
-. faſhionable name of wife eaſy, when nothing but com- 


plaiſance and . is requiſite on either ſide to 


. make them hap 


Miran. I long till T am out of this houſe, leſt any acci- | 
| dent ſhould bring my guardian back. Scentwell, put my 


beſt jewels into the little caſket, ſlip them into TRE pocket, 
and let us march off to Sir Jealous'ss 


Scentw. It ſhall be done, Madam. [Exit Scentwell. 


| Patch, Sir George will be impatient, Madam: if their 
5 you ſucceeds, | we ; thatl de well received; uf mw *. wi - 
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ve able to protect us. Beſides, I long to know how my 


young lady fares. - 
Miran. Farewel, old Aae and thy Jeteſted 


walls: 'twill be no more, ſweet Sir Francis; I ſhall be 


compell'd to the odious taſk of diſſembling no longer to 


get my own, and coax him with the wheedling names of 
my e wy Dear, dear Gardee. O heavens! | 


* 


Enter Sir Francis behind. 


r ens. Ah! my ſweet Chargee, don't be frigmnedl. 
[Se farts, ] But thy poor Gardee has been abus'd,. 
Cheated, fool'd, betray'd. But nobody knows by whom. 
Miran. Undone! paſt redemption, Tn 3 


Sir Fran. What! won't ycu ſpeak to me, Chargee? 
Miran. I am fo furpriz'd with Joy to ſee you, I know 


: not what to ſay. 
Sir Fran. Poor dear girl! but do ye know that my ſon, 


or ſome ſuch rogue, to rob or murder me, or both, con- 


eriv'd this journey? for upon the road I met my — 
Squeezum well, and coming to town. 


Miran. Good lack! 5 . what its a are there: 
in this world! 


5 Enter Scentwell, 6 a 3 ths” in ber band, not” 


ſeeing Sir Francis, 


Seentav. Madam, be pleas'd 1 to tie this necklags on, | for 
I can't get into the | Seeing Sir Francis. 
Miran. The wench is a fool, 1 think! Could you not 


bave carried it to be mended, without putting it in the | 
box? 


Sir Fran. What's the matter? 


Miran. Only, Dearee, I bid "I I bid 1 111 
uſage has put every thing out of my head. But won't you 
go, Gardee, and find out theſe fellows, and have them 


puniſhed : and; and 


Sir Fran. Where ſhould L look 3 child? No, "nl it 
me down contented with my ſafety, nor ſtir out of Ly own 
_ doors, till I go with thee to a parſon 

Miran. [Al de.] If he goes into his cloſet, I am ruin d. 
Oh! bleſs ne. in Fi a 4 . Mrs. — iy 
Pate = 


„L ern on a x, 
* . a tear, fT wet 
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; . 1 Madam, and I ſtay for your  peedy an- 
wer. 
Miran. [ Aſfde.] I muſt get him out of the houſe. Now 
aſſiſt me, Fortune. 
Sir Fran. Mrs. Patch, I profeſs I did not fee you: How 55 
doſt thou do, Mrs. Patch ? Well, don't you repent W 8 Xi 
my Chargee ? . 
Patch. Yes, every body net love ber — but I come 
now—— Madam, what did 1 come for? My invention 
zs at the laſt ebb, [Ade to Miranda. þ 
Sir Fran. Nay, never whiſper: tell me. 8 
Miran. She came, dear Gardee, to invite me to ber 
lady 's wedding, and you ſhall go with me, Gardee : 'tis 
to be done this moment, to a Spaniſh merchant. Old Sir 
Jealous keeps on his humour; 3 the firſt minute he ſees her, F- 
_ the next he marries her, £75 oo 
Sir Fran. Ha, ba, ha! I'd go if I thovgin the ſight . 
matrimony wou'd tempt Chargee to perform her promiſe: 
there was a ſmile, there was a conſenting look with thoſe 
pretty twinklers, worth a million. Ods precious, I am = 
| Happier than the Great Mogul, the Emperor of China, or 
all the potentates that are not, in wars. IPs confirm 
: it, make me leap out of my ſkin. _ i 
iran. When one has reſolv'd, 'tis in vain to hand; LD. 
ſhall 1? ſhall I? if ever I marry, N this 1 Is my wed- e 
ding-day. „ 
Sir Fran. O happy, happy. man! — Verily TR 
'F will beget a ſon the firſt night, ſhall Uifinkerſ that dog 
* Charles. I have eſtate enough to purchaſe a ba- 
Tony, and be the immortalizing the whole family of the 
Wie. 
Miran. Come then, Gardee, give me thy hand: let's to 
this houſe of Hymen. Ol RE 
w choice it fixt, let good or ill betide 3 = 
Sir Fran. The joyful bridegroom I, 5 ES _ 
Miran. Ard 4 the happy bride. IExeunt. 5 
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| Bur Sir Jealous, meeting a Servant. 


on, su, here's * couple of gentlemen enquire ® 
10 * 
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for ou ; : one of them calls himſelf Signior Diego Babi- | 


Wette | 


Sir Fea. Ha! Signior Babinetto! Admit ? em inſtantly 5 


—Joyfal minute! III have my daoghter” A. to · 


B night, 
2 Enter Charles in a Spaniſh. babit, with Sir George dre | 


lite a merchant. 


: Sie 3 Senior, beſo las manos vueſtra are es muy bin 
ve ni do en eſta tierra. 


Cha. Senior, ſoy muy humilde, y muy obligads Cryads 4 


vueſtra merced mi padre embia a vneſtra merced, los mas 
profondos de ſus reſpetos; y a cimmiſſionada eſe Mercadel In- 

gles, de concluyr un negocio, que me haxe el mas dicbęſo hombre 
del mundo, haziendo me /u Jerno. ; 
Sir Jea. I am glad on't, for I find 1 have loſt much 

of my Spaniſh. Sir, I am your moſt humble ſervant. 


Signior Don Diego Babinetto has informed me, that you 


are commiſtion'd by IN Don Pedro, &c. his worthy 
father 1 
Sie Geo. To ſee an affair of marriage . be- 
| tween a daughter of yours and Signior Diego Babinetto 
his ſon here. True, Sir, ſach a truſt 1s repos'd 1 in me, as 
that letter will inform vou. 1 hope *rwill paſs upon 
1 bim. [Ale]! | [Gives him a letter. 


Sir Fea. Ay, tis his hand; 1 [Seems to read. 
Sir Geo, Good—you have counterſeited to a nicety, 
5 Charles. 5 Aide to Charles. 


_ Cha. If the whole plot ſacceedy as well, I'm happy. 


Sir Fea. Sir, I find by this, that you are a man of 
5 kithn7 and probity: 1 think, vir, he calls you Mean- : 
well. 


Sir Geo. Meanwell is my name, Sir. | 
Sir Jea. A very good name, and very fignificant, 


_ Cha. Yes, faith, if he knew all. [Afde. 
Sir, Fea. For to mean well is to be honeſt, and to be 
honeſt is the virtue of a friend, and a friend i Is the delight 
and ſapport of human ſociety, £ 
Sir Geo. You ſhall find that PII diſcharge the part of a 
5 friend! in what I have undertaken, Sir Y ealous, ; 


Cha, 
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Cha. But little does he think to whom. C Alle. 
Sir Geo. Therefore, Sir, I muſt intreat the preſence of 


Four fair daughter, and the aſſiſtance of your chaplain; 
for Signior Don Pedro ſtrictly enjoined me to ſee the mar- 
riage rites perform'd as ſoon as we ſhould rive, to 0 avoid 
the accidental overtures of Venus, 


Sir Jea. Overtures of Venus! | 
Sir Geo. Ay, Sir; that is, thoſe little devkies aa 
that traverſe the Park and the Play-houſe, to put off their 


damag'd ware—They faſten upon foreigners like leeches, L 
and watch their arrival as carefully as the Kentiſh men 


&o a ſhipwreck. I warrant you they have heard of . 


already. 


Sir Jea. Nay, 1 know this town 8 with * 
Sir Geo. Ay, and then you know the Spaniards are 


5 naturally amorous, but very conſtant: the firſt face fixes 
em; and it may be very e to let bim ramble ere 
he is tied. | 


"Odor Well knw. 8 2 
Sir Fea. Pat to my parpaſe—Well fie there i is but 


one _ more, and 2 mall be. married in- 


Cha. Pray Heaven that one thing more don't ſpoil | 


| all! 85 [After " 


LY Fea. Don pedro writ me 1 in kis If but one, 


_ that he deſign'd the ſum of five thouſand crowns by way 
; of jointure for my daughter; and that it ſhould be paid: 
Into my hand upon the day of marriage. 


Cba. Oh! the Devil! 5 [Alade. fb 
Sir Fea. In order to lodge it in ſome of oor funds,. 


; in caſe ſhe ſhould become A NE? and return for Eng- | 
land, 


Sir Geo, Pox on t, this is an unlucky turn. What mall 


So . 5 
Sir Jea. And he does not mention one word of it in 


this letter. 


Cha. I on! 't "TR ow he ould. 1 
Sir Geo. Humph! True, Sir Jeaious, he 1014 me ſuch 


= thing, but, but, but, but— be, he, he, he — he did 
not — that you would int upon *. very day 1 


lars 
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for, for, for money, you know, is dangerous returning by 


ſea, an, an, an, an- 
Cba. Zounds, ſay we have brought f it in commodities. 

[Aide to Sir George. 

| Fir Geo. And fo; Sir, he has ſent it in merchandize;. 

ee ſugars, ſpices lemons, and ſo forth, which ſhall 

be turn'd into money with all expedition: in the mean 


time, Sir, if you pleaſe to accept of * bond for perform- 


ance: 
Sir Fea. It 5 is enough, Sir: I am fo pleas'd with the 


1 | countenance of Signior Diego, and the harmony of your 


name, that I'll take your word, and will fetch my 
daughter this moment. Within there! [| Eater /erwant.] 


Deſire Mr. Tackum, * e chaplain, to walk 
hither... 


Serv. Yes, Sir. 8 [Exit. 
Sir Jea. Gentlemen, I'II return in an infant. [nite 


Cha. Wond'rous well, let me embrace thee, 


Sir Geo. Egad that five thouſand crowns bad like to 
bare ruined the plot. 


Cha. But that's over! And if PF ortune throws no more 5 


5 rubs in our way— _ 


Sir Gro. Thou'lt carry the prize — But hift, here he . 


: comes. 
5 a Sir Jealous, dragging in Ifabinda. 


: lon g. 


Lab. Oh, bear me, Sir! hear me but ſpeak « one e word! 


Do not deſtroy my everlaſting ee, 
My ſoul abhors chis Spaniard you have choſe 


Nor can I wed him without Rein curſt. 


Sir Fea, How's that! 
Lab. Let this poſture move your tender nature. 


For ever will I hang upon theſe knees, 
Nor looſe my hands till you cut off my hold, 
If you refuſe to hear me, Sir. 


Cha. Oh! that I could diſcover myſelf to ber! 2 57 

S. Geo, Have a care what v do. You had better 

12 truſt to his ner. „„ r 
13 | Sir Jea. 185 
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Si Fea. Did you ever ſee ſuch a. perverſe ſlut? Of, i 
ſay. Mr. Meanwell, pray help me a little. 
Sir Geo: Riſe, Madam, and do not diſoblige your fa- 
ther, who has provided a huſband worthy of you; one that 
will love you equal with his ſoul, and one that Few. will | 
love when ence you know him, «2 
ab. Oh! never, never. | 
Could I ſuſpect that falſehood in my heart, 
| 1 would this moment tear it from my breaſt, 
1 And ſtraight preſent him with the treacherous port... 7, 
} _-.  _ Cba. O my charming, faithful dear! [Afde. 
Sir Fea. Falſhood ! Why, who the devil are you in love 
with? Don't provoke me, for by St. lagol ſhall beat YOu, 
houſewife = 
Ca. Heaven forbid! for I mall infallibly diſcover my- - 
ſelf if he ſhould, ; 
Sir Geo. Have patience, Madam! and lock at him: 
Why will ye prepoſſeſs yourſelf againſt a man that 1s maſ- 
ter of all the charms you would defire in a huſband?d? 
Sir Tea, Ay, look at him, Iſabinda: Senior paſe vind 
_ adelante, : 9 
pit Cha. My heart bleeds to ſee her grieve, whom I ima- 
"bi ; gin'd would with j Joy receive me. Seniora NE me vugſtra | 
j [4 merced de ſu mano. 8 
HE Sir Fea. | Pulling up 1 brag. ] Hold up your bend, hold 5 
N up your head, huſſy, and look at him: Is there a pro- 
perer, handſomer, better-ſhap'd fellow in England, ye 
1 jade you? Ha! ſee, ſee the obſtinate baggage ſhuts her 
N "eyes: : by. St. Lago, ] have a good mind to beat *em out. 
9 _ [ Puſhes ber 2 
Jab. Do thew, Sir, kill me, kill me inkantly. . 
j Tis much the kinder action of the two; : 
| For *twill- be worſe than death to wed him. 
$5.0 Sir Geo. Sir Jealous, you are too paſſionate, Give me 
leave, PII try, by gentle words, to work her to your pur- 
8 5 
0 Sir Fea. I pray do, Mr. Meanwell, 1 pray do: hell 
break my heart. [Weeps.] There is in that, jewels of 
the value of three thouſand pounds, which were her 
_ mother” „ and Aa popes wherein I have ſettled one FIT = 
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of my eſtate upon her now, and the whole when I die ; but 


provided ſhe marries this gentleman; elſe by St. Iago I'll 


turn her out of doors to beg or ſtarve, Tell her this, Mr. 


Meanwell, pray do. Il Valts off: 

Sir Geo, Ha! this is beyond expectation—Truſt to me, 

vir, I'll lay the dangerous conſequence of mon bas: you. _ 
at this juncture before her, I warrant you. 


Cha. A ſudden j Joy runs thro? my heart like a propitious 


omen. I 7 
dr Geo. Come, Made do not blindly caſt your hte 
away, juſt in the moment you would wiſh to ſave it. 
Lab. Pray, ceaſe your trouble, Sir; I have no wiſh, 
but ſudden death to free me from this hated Spaniard. 
If you are his friend, inform him what I ſay : my heart 


is given to another youth, whom I love with the ſame 


| ſtrength of paſſion that I hate this Diego; with whom if 
I am forc'd to wed, my own hand ſhall cut the Gn 


knot, 


ir Goo, Surpaſs this Sprotard, which you ſtrive to L 
ſmhun, ſhould be the vey man to whom you's „ 


T/ab. Ha! 


Sir Geo. would you not blame your raſh reſolve, and - 
curſe your eyes, that would not look on Charles? 5 
Lab. On Charles! Ob, you have inſpir'd new life, 9 
; « and collected every wandering ſenſe. Where is he? 
Oh! let me fly into hie arms. | 0 
Sir Geo. Hold, hold, hold. death, Madam; you'll 
ruin all; your father believes him to be Signior Babinetto 5 
: compoſe yourſelf a little, pray, Madam. 


[He runs to Sir Jealous, 


© Cha. Her eyes declare ſhe knows 8 Aide. 

: Sir Geo. She begins to hear reaſon, Sir; the tear of 

| being turned out of doors has done ; 8 
[Runs back to Dibinds, 


, Jab. "This he; 0 my raviſh'd ſoul ! 


© Sir Geo. I ake heed, Madam, you don't betray your- 1 
( ſelf. Seem with reluctance to conſent, or you are un- 
done.“ [| Runs to Sir Jealous. } Speak gently to ber, Zir gy 


Im ſure ſhe'll yield; I ſee it in her face. 


Sir N Well, Ifabinda, can * N to bleſs - = 
| | _ 4 ors. : 


. ˙ Vo a eres, 


«6 Trax BUSY BODY: 


| ther, whoſe only care is to make you happy, as Mr. Mean 
well has inform'd you? Come, wipe thy eyes; nay, pr'y- 
thee do, or thou wilt break thy father's heart: ſee, thou 
bring'ſt the tears in mine, to think of thy undutifol car- 


rage tome. 


| own. 


;  Hark'e, Sir, do you belong, to this houſe 2 5 


Lab. Oh! do not weep, sir; ; your tears are like a poig- 


nad to my ſoul: do with me what you pleaſe, I am all 
_ obedience, 


Sir Fea, Ha! then ton art my child again. 
Sir Geo. 2 *Tis done, and now, friend, the w $ thy 


Cha. The happieſt of my life, if nothing i intervene. 
Sir Fea. And: wilt thou love him? 
Lab. I will endeavoor it, Sir. 


. Enter Servant, : 
Serv. Sir, here! is Mr. Tack um. 


Sir Fea. Shew him into the parlour, 2 tom vind S 
Luhe, ; cette momento les Junta lis manos. 


Cba. * Oh tran ſport Senior, yo la recibo como /e devs 
un a oer. fax grande. 2 © my Joy, my lite, my d 155 


. Jab. My faithful, everlaſling comfort,” © 
to Fa. Now, Mr. Meanwell, let's to the parſon, 
M ho, by his art, will join this pair for lifes, _ 
Make me the . father, ber the wth len. | 

4 xit. 


80 . N E changes to ; the PO Wore Sir Jealo us*s door. 


Enter Marplot, folas, . 
arp. 1 babe hunted all over the towa for Charles, but 


can't find him; and by Whiſper” s ſcouting at the end of the 
ſtreet, I ſuſpect he muſt be in the houſe again. Lam in- 


form'd, too, that he has borrow'd a e habit out of: 


the Playhouſe : What can it mean? 


Enter a ſervant of Sir Jealous's to him out & the boo 


Gs * Sir. 8 | Mare . 


[Peeps } 


Gives her 70 \ Charles. — 


[Embrace = 
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Marpl. Pray can you tell me if there be a gentleman i in | 
it, in a Spaniſh habit? 


Serv. There's a Spaniſh gentleman withio,. that is juſt 8 


A going to marry my young lady, Sir. | 

Marpl. Are you (are he is a Spaniſh gentleman ? MY 

Serv. I'm ſure he ſpeaks no Engliſh, that I hear 1 
Marpl. Then that can't be him I want; for 'tis an 


: B Engliſh gentleman, tho' I ſuppoſe he may be dreſy'd like a 


Spaniard, that I enquire after. 5 
Serv. Ha! Who knows but this may be an impoſtor ? 
Pl inform my maſter; for if he ſhould be impos'd upon, 


| he'll beat us all round. [4/ide.) Pray, come in, sir, and ſer 
5 of this be the perſon you enquire for. 


8 CEN E changes to the infide of the bouſes 


| 8 Enter Marplot. | 
Mary), So, this was a good contrivance. If chi bs 8 
| Charles now, he will wonder how I found him, 
Enter Servant and Sir fe 
Sir Jia. What is your earneſt buſineſs, blockhead, that 
you muſt ſpeak with me before the ceremony” 8 paſt? Ha * 


who's mT - 


Serv. Why, this gentleman, Sir, wants ano: her grntle- 5 


= man in a Spaniſh: habit, he ſays. 


Sli Fea. In a Spaniſh habit! 'tis ſome friend of Signior- 
Don Diego's, I warrant. Sir, 1 ſuppoſe you would Fax 
with Signior Babinetto — 
Marl. Hey-day! what the Devil does be fay now | 1 
Sir, I don't underſtand you, 
Sir Fea, Don't you underſtand Spaniſh, fie ? „ 
Marpl. Not I, indeed, Sir. 
Sir Fea. I thought you had known Signior Babinetto, 
Marpl. Not I, upon my word, Sir. 
Sir Jea. What then, you'd. peak. with his friend, the 
Engliſh merchant, Mr. Meanwell ? 
Marpl. Neither, Sir, not J. 5 
Sir Na. Why, who are you chen, Sir! And what do- 
you want? [In an angry tone. 


Marpl. Nay, 3 at all, not I, Sir. Pox on him! 1 


wih I were out, he begins to \ exalt his. voice, 1 mall be 
beaten again. 55 : 
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Sir Fea. Nothing at all, Sir! Why, then, what buſi neſs 


have you in my houſe ? ha! b 
; 1 we You ſaid you wanted a gentleman in a Spaniſh 
abit. 


Marpl. Why, ay, but _ name is neither Babinerto nor 
Meanwell. _ 

Sir Fea, What is his name, then, firrah 7 ba ! Now 1 
look at you again, I believe you are the rogue that threat- 
ened me with half a dozen mares — Speak, Sir, who 
is it you look for? or, or—— 

Marpl. A terrible old dog! ——— Why, Sir, only, an 
| honeſt young fellow of my acquaintance——1 thought 
that here might be a ball, and that he might have 
been here in a maſquerade : : *tis Charles, Sir Francis 
 Gripe's ſon, becauſe | know he us'd to come hither ſome- 

times. 25 
Sir Jea. Did he ſo ? — Not that I know of, Pm ture. 
; Pray beaven that this be Don Diego —If I ſhould be 
trick'd now-——Ha! my heart miſgives me plaguily—— 
Within there ! ſtop the marriage —— Run, firrah, call all 
my ſervants! I'll be ſatisfied that this is Signior Pedro's 

| lon, ere he has my daughter. 
Marpl. Ha! Sir George! What have I done now ? i 
Enter Sir George with a drawn ſword, between the ſcenes. | 
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Sir Gee, Hal Marplor here—Oh the unTucky dog—— Il 


What's the matter, Sir Jealous ? 
Sir Fea. Nay, I don't know the matter, Mr. Meanwell. 
Marpl. Upon my ſoul, Sir George 95 
[ Going up to Sir George. | 
l bir Fea. Nay, then, I'm betray'd, Toin'd, undone : 
thieves, traitors, mages. [Ofers to go in] Stop the mar- 
riage, I ſay— 

Sir Geo. I ſay go on, Mr. Tackum..- - Nay, no enter- 
ing here; I guard this paſſage, old gentleman : : the at 
and deed were both yo own, and PI ſee em lign'd, or 
die forꝰt. e 


Enter Ser ervants. 


Sir Jes, A pox « on the at and deed! — Fall on, knock 
bim down. | 
Sir Geo. Ay, come on, ſroundrels 3 ; ru prick your | 
jackets for you. Fe 
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Sir Fea. Zounds, firrab, PU be reveng'd on you. 
| Beats Marplot. 
Sir Geo, Ay, there your vengeance is due; Ha, ha! 
Marpl. Why, what do Foe beat me for? I han't marry 4 
Your daughter. _ 
Sir Fea. Raſcals ! why don't you knock him down? 
Serv. We are afraid of his ſword, Sir: if you'll take 
that from him, we'}l knock him down preſently. 
Enter Charles and Iſabinda. 
hp Fea. Seize her, then. = 
Cha. Raſcals, retire, ſhe's my wife: touch her if you 
dare; Pll make dog's meat of yon 
Sir Fea. Ah! downright Ergliſh—Oh, oh, oh, oh ! 
Enter Sir Francis Gripe, Miranda, Patch, Scentwell, 
and Whiſper. 
. Fran. Into the houſe of joy we enter without knock- 


ing: ——— Ha! Uchink tis the houſe of ME, Sir 


Jealous. | 
Sir Tea. 0 Sir Francis! are you come ? What, was 
this your contrivance, to Du, trick, and ena me out 
of my child“ | 
Sir Fran. My contrivance | What 40 you mean? 
| Sir Jea. No, you don t know your ſon there in a Spaniſh 8 
habit ? | | 
Sir Fran. How! my "BY in a Spaniſh habit. Sirrah, 


you'll come to be hang'd 3 get out of my fight, ye dog! 1 


get out of my ſight. 
Sir Jea. Get out of your ſight, Sir! Get out with your 


bags: let's ſee what youll give him now to maintain my | 
daughter on. 


Sir Fran. Give him! he ſhall be never the better for a 


penny of mine—and you might have look'd after your 


daughter better, Sir Jealous. Trick'd, quotha: Egad, 
I think you deſign'd to trick me: But look ye, gentlemen, _ 
I believe I ſhall trick you both. This lady is my wife, do 
you ſee? And my eſtate ſhall deſcend only to the heirs of 


her body. 


Sir Geo. Lawfully begotten by me—T ſhall be extremely 8 
obliged to you, Sir Francis. | 
Tir Fran, Sits. ha, ha, ha! poor Sir George! You 
ſee 


70 T HE BUSY BODY. 


ſee your project was of no uſe, Does not your hundred 1 


pound ſtick in your fomach ? Ha, ha, ha! 


Sir Geo. No, faith, Sir Francis, this lady has given me a 


cordial for that. 1 [Tales her by the band. 
; Fg Fran. Hold, Sir, you have nothing to lay to this 
ady 


Sir Geo. Nor you nothing to do with my wiſe Sir. 
Sir Fran. Wiſe, Sir! 


Miran. Ay really, Guardian, 'tis even ſo. I hope you'll 


forgive my firſt offence, 
Sir Fran. What, have you chun 's me out of my c con- 
ſent, and your writings, then, miſtreſs, ha! _ 
Miran. Out of nothing” but my own, Guardian. 
Sir Fea. Ha, ha, ha! 'tis jſome comfort at leaſt to ſee 


you are over-reach'd as well as myſelf. Will | you. ſettle 5 


your eſtate upon your ſon now ? 
Sir Fran. Ie ſhall ſtarve firſt, | 
Miran. That 1 have taken care to prevent. There, 


Sir, are the writings of your uncle's eſtate, which have 
been your due theſe three years. [Gives Charles Papers. 


_ Cha. I ſhall ſtudy to deſerve this favour. _ 

Sir Fran. What have you robb'd me too, miſtreſs! Egad, 
III make you reſtore '*m——Huſſy, l will 10, 

Sir eas. Take care I don't make you pay the arrears, 


| Sir. 'Tis well it's no worſe, ſince *tis no better. Come, 


young man, ſeeing thou haſt outwitted me, take her, and 


. bleſs you both. 


Cha 1 hope, Sir, you' 1. beſtow your bleſing too, tis all 


T alk, Lg 
Sir 3 Con found you all! 5 (Exit. 8 


Marl. Mercy upon us, how he looks! 
Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha! ne'er mind his pre A Charles 5 


thou'lt thrive not one jot the worſe for) em. Since this 


gentleman 1 is reconcil'd, we are all made happy. 
Sir Jea. I always lov'd precaution, and took care to 


avoid dangers, But when a thing v was paſt, I ever had 


Philoſophy to be eaſy. 
Cha. Which is the true ſign of a great foul ; I loyd 


pour daughter, and ſhe me, and you mall bare no reaſon 
to repent her choice. 
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Vb. You will not blame me, Sir, for loving my own 
country beſt, 

Marpl. So, here $ every body happy, I find, but poor 
Peelgarlick, I wonder what ſatis faction I ſhall have, for 
being cuff'd, kick'd, and beaten in your ſervice. 

Sir Fea. I have been a little too familiar with you, as 
things are fallen out; but ſince there's no help for ty you 
muſt forgive me. 

Marpl. Egad, I think ſo—but provided that you be not 
ſo familiar for the future. 

Sir Geo. Thou haſt been an unlucky rogue. 

Marpl. But very honeſt. | 

| Cha. That I'll vouch for; and freely forgive thee. x 

Sir Geo. And I'll do you one piece of ſervice more, Mar. 
plot. PI1 take care that Sir Francis make you maſter of 
your eſtate. | 15 

Marpl. That vil make 1 me as happy as any of you. Rs 

Patch, Your humble ſervant begs leave to remind Foſs 
Madam. - 

Lab. Sir, I hope you'll give me leave to take Patch i into 
favour again. 
Sir Fl Nay, let your huſband look to that, I have ; 

done with my care, : 
Cuba. Her own liberty mall always oblige me. Here 8 
nobody but honeſt Whiſper and Mrs. Scentwell to be 

provided for now. It ſhall be left to their Choice to 

* marry, or keep their ſervices. 

hip. Nay then, III ſtick to my 8 5 

Scentww. Coxcomb! and 1 prefer my lady before a 

© footman. _ . 
« Sir Yea. Hark; Thane the muſic ; the fiddlers ſmell a 

wedding. What ſay you, young ſellows, will 700 have 5 

a dance? 

Sir Geo, With all my heart ; call *em in. 

| „ | D A N C E.“ 5 
W Jim. Now let us in and refreſh ourſelves wich a 
Tear glaſs, in which we'll bury all anumokities ; And 
By my example let all parents move, | 
And never ſtrive to croſs their childrens love; 
But flill ſubmit that care to Providence above. 
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JY me you ſes ons Buſy Body 4 755 


70% you may have enough of one before, 


VMitb Epilogues, the Buſy Body's way, © 
We ftrive to. help, but ſometimes mar a play. 


At this nad. ſeſſins, half condemn'd ere try d, 
Some, in three days, have been turu'd off, and dy a. 


Tn fpite of parties their attempts are vain, | 

For, like falſe prophets, they neer riſe again: 
Too late, when caſt, your favour vne beſeeches, 
And Epilogues prove execution ſpeeches, 


Yet jure I jþy no Buſy Bodies here, . y 


And one may paſs, ſince they do ev'ry where, 
Sour eriticks, time, and breath, and cenſures waſte, 
And baulk your pleaſures, to refine your taſte : 

One buſo Don ill-tim'd high tenets preaches; 
Another yearly ſhows himſelf in ſpeeches : | 

Some /niv'ling cits would have a peace for ſpight, 
To flarve ihoje warriors who Jo bravely fight ; ' 
Still of a foe upon his knees afraid, 


4 4 


Nn bo well-bang'd troops want money, heart, and bread: 
Od beauæ, who none, not een themſelves can pleaſe, _ 
Are buy ſtill, for nothing but to tage- 
The young /o buſy, to engage a heart, 
The miſchief done, are buſy moſt to part: 
 Ungrateful auretebes, who ftill crojs one's will, 
When they more kindly migbt be buſy ſtill : 
One to a huſband, who ne er dreamt of horns, 


Shews how dear ſpouſe with friend his brows adorns > 


755 officious tell-tale fool he fſhou'd repent it) © 
Parts three hind ſouls that liv'd at peace contented + 
| Some with laws-quirks ſet Houſes by the ears; 
With phy/ic one what he*would heal impairs; _ 
| Like that dark mop dup fry, that neigbb'ring curſe, 
Wha to remove love's pains beftow a worſe, = 
| Since then this meddling tribe infeft the age, 
Bear one a while expos'd upon the tage 
| Let none but Buſy Bodies went their ſpigbt, 
And, with good-humour, pleaſure crown the nigbt. 
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